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The  Bradys'  surely  had  Black  Bart  this  time  and  the  noted  road,  agent,  fully  realizing  this  facti) 
7  made  no""  resistance.  His  companion  made  good  his  escape. 
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SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT. AND  b  IS II. — The  most  complete 
hunting  and  iishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
Illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  nusiness,  the  best  horses  for  the  road;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  PIOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  PY'lly  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

fortune:  telling. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny  ;  mist)  the  true  mean- 
ng  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
■and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  22,.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  "Napoleon’s  OraculunV”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  I10W  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND. — 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  the  lines  of  the 
hand,  or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  df  telling  future 
•ev  rs  by  aid  or  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A. 
Anderson.  t 

ATHLETIC  Uw- 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in* 
%tniction  for  l he  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  EVery  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book.  viV. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  2.r>.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  g\ innastic  sport s  and  athletic  .exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations,  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword:  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the ‘best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  comp’ete  book. 

No.  61.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  BOWLER.— A  compete  manual 
of  bowling.  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand¬ 
ard  American  and  German  games;  together  with  rules  and  svstems 
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in  use  by  the  prineipnl  bowling  clubs  hi  the  United 
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TR'CKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No  5Y  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
•xplai  ations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks:  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
sleight-of-hand:  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  With  illustra- 

No.  V2.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARLS. — Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il- 
•ustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  'Pricks  ns  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
«jid  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  IIOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. —  Ihe  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  aii  the  leading  card  tncJfcs 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  periormed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  tins  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  IO  DO  SECONJd  SIGHT. — Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage;  also  giving  aii  tlie  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  ilOW  TO  BECOME  A  .MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  .magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  II AND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Aiso  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  'Joys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderstm.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  Bv  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice.  Cups  and  Balls.  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  With  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  IN  VENTOR  —  Every  bov 
should  know  how  inventions  .originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,' optics 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished.  ^ 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive:  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know 
No.  oi.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS —Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines  “ 

.No.  50.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN. — Containing 
a  desorption  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  bv  John  Allen.  * 

No  71,  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
By  A.  Anderson,  bully  illustrated. 

«  ETTER  WRITING. 

]JO}V  TO  WHITE  LOVE-LETTERS. — A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters 

arid  ollP  t0  USC  them  :  also  *ivinS  specimen  letters  for  both  young 

No  12.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  tor  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects* 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests  *  I 

No.  24.  HUM  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN  — 
Con  mining  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction  J  ’ 

No  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  littl# 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart  vour  father 
mother,  sister,  brother  employer:  and.  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  everv  vourg 
lady  injhe  land  should  have  this  book.  *  *  * 

.  7,4\.I!OW  TP  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECT!  Y  Con- 

tnininK  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  nnv  Vnhj2t; 

fetters  P8  °r  puuctuat,on  apd  composition;  together  with  specJmee 


SEGRET  SERVICE. 


OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

Issued  Weekly — By  Subscription  $2.50  per  year.  Entered  as  Second  Class  Matter  at  the  New  York,  N.  Y.,  Post  OffiC6» 
March  1,  1899.  Entered  according  to  Act  of  Cong7ess,  in  the  year  1901,  in  the  office  of  the  Librarian 
of  Congress,  Washington,  D.  C.,  by  Frank  Tousey,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


No.  134.  NEW  YORK,  August  16,  1901.  Price  5  Cents. 


The  Brady  $  and  the  Road  Agents 

» 

OB, 

THE  GREAT  DEADWOOD  CASE. 


BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

•I 

THE  BROTHER'S  CRIME. 

The  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service  turned  the  pages  of  his 

journal  and  said,  reminiscently: 

“  Here  is  a  case  which  has  never  been  solved.  For  five 

vears  it  has  stood  on  record  here  as  defying  the  best  efforts 
«/ 

of  our  whole  force.” 

“ Indeed!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  that  most  famous  and 
invincible  of  detectives,  with  a  show  of  interest.  It  is 
about  time  that  desperate  measures  w~ere  taken.” 

The  chief  gave  a  start. 

He  turned  and  fixed  his  gaze  on  the  other. 

“On  my  word,”  he  said,  reflectively,  aI  believe  you 
would  have  solved  it.  At  that  time  you  were  on  another 
case.” 

“I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,”  said  the  old  detective;  “but 

I  am  curious  to  know  the  details.” 

“ They  are  very  simple,”  said  the  chief.  “Two  brothers, 
Henry  and  Bartholomew  Sims,  owned  a  large  fruit  im¬ 
porting  business  in  Burling  Slip,  New  York  C  ity. 

“They  did  a  large  business  and  even  owned  the  ships 
their  fruit  was  carried  in.  Both  fell  in  love  with  the 
same  woman,  a  beautiful  Spanish  lady,  Donna  Isabella  di 

Garcia.” 

“The  same  old  story — the  woman  in  the  case. 

«Yes,  and  she  made  trouble.  The  tie  of  love  and  friend¬ 
ship  between  the  brothers  was  snapped  like  a  tow-string. 
She  gave  her  favor  to  Henry,  and  they  were  married. 

“For  a  time  all  went  along  well.  Then  the  tragedy 
came.  The  whole  country  was  shocked  by  the  details. 


“Bartholomew  could  not  forgive  his  brother.  One  day 
the  beautiful  Spanish  wife  vanished.  Not  the  least  clew 
to  her  disappearance  was  left  behind  her.  It  became  the 
mystery  of  the  hour. 

“Henry  Sims  was  frantic.  He  spent  a  fortune  in  the 
vain  effort  to  learn  her  fate.  Then  the  horrible  suspicion 
dawned  upon  him  that  this  was  his  brother’s  revenge. 

“He  accused  Bartholomew  of  the  crime  of  abduction, 
and  possible  murder.  Nobody  knows  what  followed.  But 
Henry  was  found  weltering  in  his  life’s  blood  in  his  office. 
From  that  hour  all  trace  of  Bartholomew  was  lost. 

“The  natural  assumption  was  that  Bartholomew  had 
murdered  his  brother  in  a  quarrel,  and  then  fled  for  his 
life.  He  was  never  seen  again  in  the  haunts  of  men. 

“But  there  were  some  who  were  prone  to  believe  that 
Bartholomew  was  as  much  the  victim  of  a  plot  as  Henry 
and  his  fair  wife.  Be  that  as  it  might,  the  mystery  re¬ 
mained. 

“Our  best  detectives  could  never  get  a  clew.  They  were 
unable  to  learn  the  fate  of  the  Spanish  wife  or  that  of 
Bartholomew  Sims.  So  the  case  has  remained  unsolved.” 

This  conversation  had  taken  place  in  the  private  office 
of  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service. 

Besides  the  chief  and  Old  King  Brady,  another  was 
present.  This  was  a  young  man  of  handsome  features  and 
athletic  frame. 

His  name  was  Harry  Brady,  and  lie  was  a  keen,  young 
detective.  He  had  long  been  a  pupil  and  protege  of  Old 
King  Brady. 

Though  of  the  same  name  he  was  of  no  blood  relation. 
Together  they  had  brought  to  a  successful  solution  ipany 
a  hard  case. 
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They  were  known  to  the  criminals  of  the  country  as  the 
two  Bradys,  or  Old  and  Young  King  Brady. 

The  older  detective  now  turned  to  the  younger  and  said : 

“I  am  interested  in  this  case,  Harry;  what  say  you?” 

“I  think  we  ought  to  tackle  it.  I  am  sure  it  will  give 
us  all  the  fun  we  want.” 

“It  looks  that  way.” 

“ Look  here,”  said" the  chief;  “if  you  fellows  solve  that 
mystery  in  five  years,  I’ll  stand  treat.” 

“We’ll  take  you!”  cried  Harry.  “And  instead  of  years 

make  the  limit  five  months.” 

“Perhaps  I  am  beaten,”  said  the  chief,  with  a  laugh, 
“but  to  tell  the  truth  it  is  the  hardest  case  to  handle  that 
we  have  ever  had.” 

“Well,  we  may  be  over-confident,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
“yet  we  will  make  a  big  bluff  at  it.” 

“I  trust  you  may  win,  even  if  I  do  lose  the  wager.” 

“We  shall  try  to  win.” 

The  detectives  exchanged  glances.  The  chiefs  eyes 
twinkled. 

“You  have  already  a  plan  of  action,”  he  said.  “What 
is  it?” 

“That  we  cannot  tell  as  yet,”  said  Harry.  “But  I  will 
not  deny  that  we  have  a  clew.” 

“A  clew?” 

“Yes.” 

The  chief  gave  a  gasp  of  surprise. 

“Well,  well !”  he  ejaculated.  “You  Bradys  are  past  un¬ 
derstanding.  You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  have  worked 
on  the  case  before?” 

“Not  exactly;  but  through  work  on  another  case  we 
were  able  to  hit  upon  a  lead  which  we  are  sure  will  give 
us  a  line  on  the  right  party,  and  a  possible  solution  of  the 
mystery.” 

“Enough!”  said  the  chief,  with  a  deprecatory  wave  of 
the  hand.  “That  is  quite  enough.  I  can  see  your  point, 
and  I  own  up  to  defeat  in  advance.  The  case  is  as  good 
as  solved,  already.  I  wish  you  the  best  of  luck.  Report 
to  me  when  you  can.” 

“We  wdll  do  so,”  said  the  two  detectives,  arising. 

They  shook  hands  with  the  chief  and  took  their  leave. 

Their  first  move  was  to  proceed  at  once  to  their  private 
lodgings.  Here  they  sat  down  to  a  table  covered  with 
papers  and  for  a  time  were  busy  overhauling  records  and 
notes  of  past  cases. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  held  up  some  typewritten  copy. 

“Here  it  is!”  he  declared. 

“Ah!”  said  the  younger  detective.  “Let  me  see  it.” 

“Read  it  aloud.” 

Harry  complied.  He  read  from  the  copy  as  follows : 

“Dead wood  Case,  Number  439:  Murder  of  John 
Haynes,  President  of  the  Golden  Fleece  Mining  Co.,  by 
road  agents  in  the  Black  Hills  of  Dakota.  Black  Bart, 
the  outlaw,  responsible  for  the  crime. 

“An  overland  stage  was  held  up  by  the  gang  of  Black 
Bart.  Mr.  Haynes  resisted  the  robbers  and  was  shot,  in 
cold  blood.  The  best  efforts  were  made  to  bring  him  to 
justice,  but  without  avail.  A  reward  of  fifty  thousand 


dollars  in  gold  still  stands  for  the  capture  of  Black  Bart.” 

When  Harry  had  finished  reading  there  was  a  moment 
of  silence. 

The  two  detectives  looked  at  each  other,  critically. 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  finally,  “what  deductions  are  we  to 
make  from  this?” 

“Black  Bart  is  the  Bartholomew  Sims  who  murdered  his 
brother  Henry,  and  sought  security  in  a  lawless  life  in  the 
West.” 

“You  believe  it?” 

“I  do.” 

“Well,”  agreed  Harry,  “I  am  of  the  same  opinion.  The 
similarity  of  name  is  a  strong  point.” 

A  “I  think  it  is  the  right  clew.” 

“Nobody  knows  anything  about  Black  Bart’s  past  life.” 

“No,  nor  can  anything  be  learned.  But  the  moment  I 
heard  the  story  of  the  Sims  brothers,  I  at  once  made  up 
my  mind  that  the  Black  Hills  outlaw  was  the  fugitive, 
Bartholomew  Sims,  whom  we  wrant. 

“Well,  I  believe  you.  Yet  we  have  to  prove  that.” 

“We  have  much  to  do.” 

“Yes,  and  of  a  difficult  sort.” 

“We  must  prove  the  identity  of  Black  Bart.  We  must 
wring  ,  from  him  a  confession,  or  unearth  evidence  of  his 
guilt.  It  is  going  to  be  a  difficult  case.” 

The  two  detectives  were  thoughtful  a  long  time. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  arose. 

“We  are  losing  time  here,”  he  said. 

“So  we  are.” 

“Let  us  proceed  to  the  scene  of  action  at  once.” 

“That  is - ” 

“Deadwood  City.” 

“So  be  it.” 

The  Bradys  were  men  of  action.  It  did  not  take  them 
long  to  get  ready  for  the  western  trip. 

In  less  than  an  hour  all  their  arrangements  were  made. 

They  carried  no  luggage  beyond  a  small  bag  in  which 
were  articles  necessary  for  a  disguise. 

Thus  equipped  they  boarded  a  train  for  Omaha. 

Across  the  country  they  sped,  and  finally  reached  the 
city  on  the  Missouri.  Here  they  embarked  for  Sioux  City. 
It  was  before  the  railroad  had  been  built  to  Deadwood,  so 
they  now  proceeded  by  stage  into  the  Black  Hills. 

Prospecting  wms  on  the  increase  in  the  hills,  and  large 
numbers  of  miners  wTere  on  their  way  to  the  El  Dorado. 

The  coach  on  which  the  Bradys  ■were  was  filled  with 
travelers,  men  of  all  classes  and  trades,  bound  on  seeking 
their  fortune  in  the  new  country. 

The  Bradys  occupied  seats  on  the  top  of  the  coach. 

The  travelers  were  all  in  good  spirits.  Some  told  stories, 
others  sang,  and  there  was  a  feeling  of  comradeship  which 
was  delightful. 

The  driver.  Bill  Buxton,  was  an  old  hand  at  the  ribbons, 
having  tooled  six  and  eight-horse  coaches  over  the  Rockies 
all  his  life. 

He  cracked  his  whip,  and  many  a  jest,  interlarded  with 

rough  oaths,  as  he  drove  on.  The  Bradys  wore  interested 
in  him. 


3 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 


The  shades  of  evening  were  at  hand. 

"We  kin  never  make  Deadwood  to-night,”  declared  Bill, 
tlieking  the  ear  of  the  off  leader.  “Dug  City  is  about  our 
limit,  I  reckon.” 

“How  far  is  that?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“  'Bout  six  miles,  as  nigh  as  ye  kin  make  it.  I  reckon 
we'll  lay  up  at  Chancey  Bill's  place.  Thet  is,  if  we  don't 
meet  with  any  accidents,  like  Black  Bart  or  his  kind.” 

“So  you  think  Black  Bart  is  out  to-night?”  asked 
Harry,  quietly. 


CHAPTER  II. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  PLAYS  A  BLUFF  HAND. 

“Hain't  got  no  call  ter  think  it,  'case  I  don't  know,” 
replied  Buxton.  “But  it's  jest  about  time  fer  him  to  show 
his  colors  agin.” 

“I  suppose  he  will  clean  us  all  out  of  cash?” 

“Naw,  thet's  not  so,”  declared  the  stagedriver.  “Bart 
is  not  a  bad  feller,  arter  all.  They  make  him  out  wuss 
nor  he  is.  I  never  yet  see  him  take  all  ther  money  a 
man  had. 

-“  T  ain't  no  robber,  gentlemen,'  he'll  say,  ‘an'  I  ain't 
stealing  your  stuff.  It's  jest  a  leetle  road  tax,  thet's  all. 
This  'ere  is  mv  road  an'  I  only  ax  ye  a  leetle  toll.'  He'll 
never  take  more  than  two-thirds  of  yer  pile.  He  alius 
leaves  ye  a  nest  egg.” 

“A  very  sentimental  robber,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Naw,  thet  ain't  it.  Black  Bart  is  on  ther  square.” 

“How  about  that  rich  man  he  killed,  a  while  ago?” 

“Oh,  ye  mean  old  Haynes?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  that  was  the  old  cove's  own  fault.  He  was 
bound  to  fight.  Thar  warn't  no  call  fer  him  to  try  to  wipe 
out  the  gang.  He  cudn't  do  it.  So  he  got  a  pill  in  his 
body  fer  it.” 

“But  it  was  murder.” 

Buxton  shot  a  stealthy  glance  at  the  two  detectives. 

“Strangers  in  these  parts,  I  reckon?”  he  said. 

“Well,  yes,  we  are.” 

“Humph!  I  thought  so.  Would  ye  take  a  bit  of 
advice  ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Waal,  then,  let  me  tell  ye  thet  if  Bart  holds  us  up 
atween  hyar  an’  Dug  City,  ther  best  thing  ye  kin  do  is  ter 
take  yer  milk  like  a  baby  an’  say  nuthin'.  It's  a  beautiful 
worjd,  an'  thar's  lots  to  live  fer  yit.” 

“I  thank  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  drily,  “but  I 
think  there  will  be  no  trouble,  in  any  event.  You  think 
we  will  make  Dug  City?” 

“  We'll  stop  with  Chancey  Bill  to-night  if  we  hev  luck.” 

“Who  is  Chancey  Bill?”  asked  Harry,  with  some  in¬ 
terest. 

“Sho!”  exclaimed  the  stagedriver.  “Then  ye  are  new 
in  these  part-  if  ye  never  heard  of  Chancey  Bill. 


“Waal,  lie's  the  chap  thet  keeps  the  Golden  Eagle  Hotel 
at  Dug  City.  Yew  bet  he's  all  right.  Nobody  knows 
what  'his  real  name  is,  an'  nobody  ain’t  going  to  ax  him 
right  away. 

“They  call  him  Chancey  bekase  lie’s  alius  takin'  chances, 
an'  thar's  no  chance  he  don't  take,  an'  it's  on  chances  he 
alius  wins.  He  claims  he  came  inter  ther  world  by  chance, 
an'  he  is  only  stayin’  here  by  chance,  an'  like  enough  he 
expects  some  day  to  git  out  of  it  by  chance.  He  reckons 
the  world  was  made  by  chance,  an' - ” 

“Hold  on,  Bill  Buxton !”  roared  one  of  the  miners.  “If 
ye  ain’t  keerf'ul  the  chances  are  we’ll  take  chances  fer  our 
lives  down  in  thet  ar  kenyon,  if  ye  run  any  nearer  the 
edge.” 

“Thar  ain’t  no  chance  thar,”  protested  Bill  Buxton. 
And  then,  before  he  could  say  more,  there  was  a  strain, 
a  creak  and  a  crash. 

The  stage  went  down,  and  the  six  plunging  horses 
dragged  Buxton  over  the  foot-board. 

Miners  and  their  kits  went  tumbling  down  into  the  rough 
trail,  and  the  Bradys  themselves  narrowly  escaped  being 
precipitated  into  the  gorge. 

-j* 

As  soon  as  everybody  could  collect  their  scattered  senses 
and  take  a  look  about  them,  the  cause  of  the  trouble  was 
seen. 

The  forward  wheels  of  the  coach  had  sunk  deep  into  a 
crevice  which  extended  across  the  trail.  Some  boughs  had 
covered  this,  and,  concealed  by  a  covering  of  sand,  the  trap 
had  failed  to  catch  the  keen  eye  of  the  stagedriver. 

The  moment  Buxton  saw  this  his  face  grew  livid,  and  he 
said :  ? 

“Gents,  it's  a  put-up  job.  We’re  in  the  power  of  Black 
Bart !” 

The  next  moment  the  clatter  of  hoofs  was  heard.  The 
trail  was  occupied,  before  and  behind,  by  masked  men. 

A  powerful-framed  man,  mounted  on  a  black  horse,  was 
in  advance. 

His  voice  reached  the  hearing  of  all,  and  with  effect. 

“  Gentlemen,  we  beg  your  pardon  for  putting  you  to  this 
inconvenience.  I  assure  you  it  will  be  only  temporary. 
We  will  merely  ask  you  to  pay  road  toll  and  then  suffer  you 
to  go  on  in  safety.  But,”  he  added,  with  a  blood-curdling 
laugh,  “if  any  opposition  is  made  to  this  rule,  that  man 
who  makes  the  opposition  is  already  a  dead  man." 

“You  bet  thar  won’t  be  no  opposition,  Bart,”  piped  up 
Buxton,  in  a  shaking  voice.  “It’s  only  what's  right, 
anyway.” 

Two  of  the  road  agents  had  dismounted  and  now  ad¬ 
vanced  to  the  door  of  the  coach. 

It  was  evidently  their  intention  to  search  the  persons 
of  the  passengers.  Each  carried  a  revolver. 

A  blanket  was  spread  in  the  trail.  Then  one  of  the 
road  agents  said: 

“Gentlemen,  be  so  good  as  to  contribute  what  you’ve 
got  to  the  blanket.” 

One  of  the  passengers,  who  had  evidently  been  through 
this  experience  before,  now  advanced  and  threw  a  small 
bag  of  gold-dust  into  the  blanket. 
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“Is  that  all  ye’ve  got?’’  asked  the  road  agent. 

“Yes.” 

“Take  half  of  it  back,”  said  Black  Bart,  whose  keen 
eyes  had  been  watching  all.  “  Yew  bet  we’re  not  hogs.” 

With  alacrity  the  miner  drew  out  another  bag  and 
divided  the  gold.  Then  the  second  traveler  stepped  up. 

lie  deposited  his  watch  and  a  money-belt  in  the  blanket. 

“How  much  stuff  is  in  the  belt?”  asked  Black  Bart, 
sharply. 

“Twenty-two  hundred  dollars,”  said  the  miner.  “It’s 
all  I  have  and  I  intended  to  go  back  home  in  a  few  days 
and  pay  off  the  mortgage  on  my  old  father’s  farm.  I've 
been  four  years  in  the  diggings  gettin'  that.  Ther  old  man 
expects  me  next  week;  an’  when  I  write  him  that  I  kain’t 
come  now,  but  must  stay  longer,  ther  shock  will  likely 
kill  him.” 

Black  Bart  leaned  over  in  his  saddle. 

“How  is  that?”  he  said,  sharply.  “What’s  yer  name?” 

“Preston  Clarke.” 

“Where  are  ye  from?” 

“Pennsylvania.” 

“Is  that  a  straight  story?” 

“I  swear  it,  on  my  honor !” 

“If  I  find  you  have  been  lying  to  me,  I’ll  hang  you  to 
ther  fust  mountain  pine.” 

“I  tell  ye  it’s  true.” 

Black  Bart  raised  his  hand.  . 

“Ther  watch  I  don’t  want,  anyway.  Take  ther  belt  and 
go  home  an’  pay  off  thet  mortgage.” 

The  miner  burst  into  profuse  expressions  of  gratitude, 
but  Bart  only  frowned  and  said,  tersely: 

“Whar’s  ther  next?” 

The  next  man  was  a  gimlet-eyed,  shrewd-featured  man. 
He  came  forward,  cringing  and  whining. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Bart,”  he  said,  supplicatingly,  “I’ve  only  got 
a  hundred  dollars,  and  that  I  want  to  send  home  to  my 
sick  mother,  who  will  starve - ” 

“Hold!” 

With  a  voice  of  thunder,  Black  Bart  hurled  this  com¬ 
mand  at  the  other.  The  cringing  victim  was  speechless. 

The  gaze  of  the  outlaw  chief  seemed  to  transfix  him. 

“You  lie!”  he  said,  tensely.  “I  can  see  it  in  yer  face. 
Because  I  let  that  other  chap  off,  you  think  you  can  play 
the  game  on  me.  But  yer  can’t.  Search  and  take  every¬ 
thing  of  value  he  has  got.” 

Despite  the  howls  and  protests  of  the  Jew,  for  such  he 
was,  the  road  agents  held  him  down  and  ransacked  his 
person.  The  result  was  surprising. 

Over  six  thousand  dollars  in  currency  and  gold-dust  was 
found  on  him.  This  was  thrown  remorselessly  into  the 
blanket. 

In  vain  the  fellow  pleaded  for  at  least  a  small  part  of 
his  wealth.  But  the  outlaw  chief  was  obdurate. 

He  shook  his  head. 

“Not  one  cent !”  lie  declared.  “You  tried  to  steal  it.  and 
to  deceive  me.  You  are  a  thief  and  a  liar!” 

Next  came  two  miners  who  were  compelled  to  give  up 


two-thirds  of  their  boodle.  Then  Old  King  Brady  war- 
called. 

But  the  old  detective  folded  his  arms  and  gazed  sternly 
at  Black  Bart.  His  attitude  created  a  sensation. 

“I  decline  to  be  robbed,”  he  said,  very  coolly. 

Black  Bart  was  dumfounded.  He  was  not  used  to  hav- 
ing  people  talk  to  him  in  this  way.  Usually  they  were 
willing  to  yield  to  his  orders. 

Something  about  this  resolute  old  man  in  the  broad- 
brimmed  hat  interested  him.  At  first  the  outlaw  chief’s 
face  grew  red  and  swollen  with  anger. 

Then  he  reined  his  horse  nearer  and  bent  a  searching 
gaze  upon  the  old  detective. 

Harry  was  astonished  at  his  partner’s  action.  He  had 
deemed  it  best  to  yield  to  the  robber’s  demands. 

“What  is  the  game?”  he  asked,  in  a  low  tone.  “Is  this  a 
wise  thing?” 

“It  is  a  bluff,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  want  him  to 
call  me.” 

“All  right.” 

Black  Bart  gazed  full  at  Old  King  Brady.  He  took  in 
every  detail  of  the  old  detective’s  person. 

“So,”  he  said,  “you  object  to  paying  the  tax?” 

“I  object  to  being  robbed,”  repeated  the  old  detective. 

“You  possibly  know  of  a  way  to  prevent  it.” 

“There  is  nothing  to  prevent  my  offering  objection.” 

“Then  you  wish  me  to  use  force?” 

“Suit  yourself.” 

“You  are  defiant!” 

“I  admit  that.” 

“Do  you  know  the  danger  of  defying  Black  Bart  ?  Many 
a  man  has  done  it  to  his  sorrow.” 

“I  don’t  care  for  that.  You  are  a  dirtv  thief  and  a 
villain,  and  not  entitled  to  any  consideration.  The  law 
should  deal  with  you.” 

Black  Bart’s  eyes  gleamed. 

“Law!”  he  said,  jeeringly.  “There  is  no  law  in  this 
region  but  mine.  Ask  them  in  Dead  wood.  No  man  will 
gainsay  Black  Bart.” 

“Well,  it’s  true  somebody  did,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
keenly.  “I  promise  you  I  shall  endeavor  to  see  you  brought 
to  justice.” 

Black  Bart’s  eyes  gleamed. 

“You  will?” 

“Yes.” 

“Seize  him,  men!”  he  called,  hotly.  “Truss  him  up! 
I'll  tame  him  or  know  the  reason  why!” 

Several  of  the  road  agents  now  sprang  forward.  But 
revolvers  in  Old  King  Brady's  hands  covered  them. 


CHAPTER  III. 

AT  DUG  CITY. 

Back!  thundered  the  old  detective. 

I  shall  sell  niv  life  dearly. ” 

*  * 


“I  promise  you 
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“You  will  resist ?” 

“To  the  last;  and  you  will  be  the  first  to  drop.” 

One  of  the  weapons  covered  the  road  agent  chief.  Some¬ 
thing  gave  him  a  chill. 

Death  stared  him  in  the  face.  It  could  not  be  said  that 
Black  Bart  was  a  coward. 

But  something  told  him  that  this  resolute  old  man’s 
aim  was  deadly,  and  that  lie  would  fire.  So,  mechanically, 
Black  Bart  raised  his  hand. 

His  minions  fell  back. 

“Who  are  you?”  asked  the  road  agent  chief,  in  a  tense 
voice. 

Old  King  Brady’s  magnetic  gaze  was  fixed  upon  him. 

‘‘I  am  one  who  respects  the  law,”  he  replied,  forcibly. 
“And  I  do  not  respect  the  law-breaker.” 

“Your  name!”  fumed  Black  Bart.  “Where  are  you 
from?” 

“That  is  for  you  to  discover.” 

“You  refuse  to  tell?” 

“I  do.” 

It  was  now  that  Black  Bart  lost  his  temper.  He  dropped 
from  his  horse  like  a  flash  and  veiled : 

“  Seize  him,  men !  Don’t  let  him  escape.  Curse  him ! 
I’ll  have  his  heart !” 

'Old  King  Brady  could  have  silenced  the  villain’s  cries 
forever.  The  old  detective  was  a  dead  shot. 

But  he  had  no  such  purpose  in  view.  Also,  he  saw 
that  to  open  fire  on  the  road  agents  would  be  ill-advised 
and  disastrous  in  the  extreme. 

To  be  sure,  numbers  might  fall  beneath  his  deadly  aim. 
But  a  general  pitched  battle  and  the  loss  of  many  lives 
would  be  the  result. 

So  he  lowered  his  weapon. 

“Enough!”  he  cried.  “I  cave,  on  one  condition.” 

Black  Bart  once  more  restrained  his  men. 

“I’m  glad  to  see  you  come  to  reason,”  he  said.  “What 

is  vour  condition?”  v 

%/ 

“That  I  be  allowed  to  depart  in  safety.” 

“Do  you  think  I’m  a  fool?” 

“Well,  what  is  more  reasonable?  1  am  a  dead  shot.  I 
could  kill  you  and  half  a  dozen  of  your  men  before  I  would 
succumb.  Why  not  save  bloodshed?  I  have  no  quarrel 
with  you.  We  will  part  good  friends.” 

A  crafty  light  shone  in  Black  Bart’s  eyes. 

“I  understand  you,”  he  said.  “Perhaps  you  are  right; 
but  you  will  first  pay  the  usual  tax.” 

“I  will  never  pay  tribute!”  said  the  old  detective,  stub¬ 
bornly. 

Black  Bart  hesitated. 

He  was  the  sort  of  a  man  who  dislikes  to  be  baulked. 
Yet  he  was  never  rash. 

He  saw  that  bloodshed  could  be  averted  and  his  ends 
yet  gained  by  a  little  stratagem. 

But  unfortunately  for  him  the  Bradys  also  saw  through 

the  stratagem.  They  were  ready. 

The  outlaw  changed  his  manner  to  that  of  sardonic 
enjoyment.  His  lip  curled  and  his  dark  eyes  glinted, 

curiously. 


“I  see,”  he  said,  with  a  grin.  “I  have  caught  a  Tartar. 
The  case  demands  different  treatment.  I  will  admit  that 
you  have  the  advantage  at  present,  but  you  must  know 
that  if  you  were  to  kill  me  you  would  pay  the  penalty  with 
your  own  life.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  gesture. 

“My  life  is  of  no  value,”  he  said,  contemptuously. 

Black  Dick  had  made  a  peculiar  signal  to  his  men. 

Harry  noted  this  and  instantly  whispered: 

“Lookout!  Do  not  carry  the  bluff  too  far.  They  are 
closing  in  in  our  rear.”  , 

The  old  detective  took  no  further  chances.  He  at  once 
walked  boldly  forward  toward  Black  Bart. 

His  revolver  covered  the  road  agent  completely.  In  a 
loud  voice  he  cried : 

“That  little  game  will  not  work.  Who  fires  at  me  from 
behind,  sacrifices  his  chief’s  life.  One  move  further  and 
he  is  a  dead  man !” 

It  was  a  remarkable  situation.  The  entire  gang  of  road 
agents  were  thus  held  at  bay  by  a  single  man. 

Buxton  and  the  passengers  of  the  Deadwood  coach  stood 
by  in  open-mouthed  wonderment. 

The  temerity  of  the  old  detective  was  to  them  a  startling 
thing.  They  could  see  nothing  before  him  but  death. 

It  was  a  desperate  game  the  two  detectives  were  playing, 
but  they  knew  that  once  started  it  must  be  played  through 
to  the  end. 

Black  Bart’s  face  was  a  study,  at  this  declaration  of  the 
detectives. 

He  stared  into  the  muzzle  of  the  deadly  revolvers.  Sev¬ 
eral  of  his  men  started  forward  with  exclamations  of  anger, 
but  he  waved  them  back. 

“Not  now,”  he  said;  “I  must  have  another  word  with 
this  fellow.” 

“Now  is  your  time,”  said  Old  King  Bradjo  “We  are 
due  in  Dug  Cit}q  and  wre  are  losing  time  here.” 

A  curious  resolve  seemed  to  seize  Black  Bart. 

“Put  up  your  guns,”  he  said;  “no  harm  shall  come  to 
you.  Tell  me,  though,  are  you  bound  for  Deadwood  ?” 

“We  are.” 

“What  is  your  business  there?” 

“That  is  our  own  affair.” 

“Very  well,”  said  the  road  agent  chief,  carelessly,  “I 
shall  learn  it  all  in  good  time.  Here  is  the  road  and  a 
couple  of  good  horses.  Ride  on  to  Dug  City  and  tell  the 
people  that  you  bluffed  Black  Bart.  Rest  assured  no  harm 
shall  come  to  you  until  after  you  have  reached  that  place.” 

“And  the  rest  of  these  people - ” 

“They  shall  pay  tribute.  Then  they  can  find  their  way 
thither  as  they  please.” 

This  was  an  astonishing  proposition,  but  it  was  plain 
that  Black  Bart  meant  it.  The  Bradys  did  not  refuse 
the  offer. 

They  mounted  the  two  horses  given  them  by  the  outlaw, 
and  Old  King  Brady  made  a  low  salute. 

“I  hope  we  shall  meet  again  under  other  circumstances, 
Mr.  Sims.” 
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Black  Bart  gave  a  lightning  start  and  glared  at  Old  King 
Brady.  For  a  moment  he  quivered  like  an  aspen. 

“What !”  he  roared.  “Who  gave  you  that  name?” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“Of  course  you  do  not  remember  me,”  he  said.  “We  met 
too  long  ago.  It  was  in  the  days  when  you  made  futile 
plea  for  the  hand  of  the  Donna  Isabella.” 

Black  Bart  was  almost  apopleptic.  He  breathed  deep 
and  hard  and  stared  at  the  old  detective.  With  a  husky 
voice  he  said: 

“My  name  is  not  Sims.” 

“I  daresay  you  have  changed  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Such  an  act  is  quite  in  line  with  your  character.  Yes, 
my  dear  Sims,  we  shall  meet  again.  Then  I  will  try  to 
explain  a  few  matters  of  interest  to  you.” 

“Hold!”  thundered  Black  Bart.  “You  shall  explain 
them  now.” 

But  Old  King  Brady  wheeled  his  horse. 

“Not  now  !”  he  cried,  with  a  taunting  laugh.  “The  time 
will  come.  Rest  in  patience,  Black  Bart,  until  then. 
Adios !” 

The  old  detective  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  Harry  follow¬ 
ing  him.  For  a  moment  the  road  agents  were,  in  the  act 
of  giving  pursuit. 

But  Black  Bart  put  up  his  hand. 

“Let  them  go,”  he  said,  rigidly.  “They  cannot  escape 
me.  They  will  never  leave  these  hills !” 

The  Bradys  rode  down  on  the  trail  to  Dug  City. 

They  carried  the  news  of  the  hold-up,  and  there  was 
much  excitement  at  Chancey  Bilks  place.  Later  on  in  the 
night,  Buxton,  with  his  crippled  team  and  the  other  pas¬ 
sengers,  came  dragging  their  way  into  Dug  City. 

The  Bradys  secured  a  room  in  Chancey  Bilks  hotel  and 
held  a  consul  tat-ioY.  The  events  of  the  day  had  not  dis¬ 
pleased  them. 

“We  have  thrown  down  the  gantlet,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“And  he  will  take  it  up.” 

“Sure!” 

“Then  will  be  our  time  to  entrap  him.” 

“If  he  does  not  entrap  us.” 

“Is  there  such  a  possibility?” 

“Indeed,  I  think  so.  He  is  a  power  in  the  region  about 
Deadwood.  I’ll  wager  he  has  spies  on  every  hand  who  will 
watch  us  closely.” 

“He  was  puzzled,  indeed,  when  you  spoke  his  name.” 

“It  convinced  me  that  he  was  really  Bartholomew  Sims.” 

“We  have  that  fact  established.” 

“Yes.”  ( 

“The  next  thing  is  to  decoy  or  entrap  him  and  take  him 
East,  a  prisoner.” 

The  Bradys  discussed  the  matter,  long  and  late.  They 
considered  all  the  difficulties  and  the  possibilities  of  failure. 

“My  point  is  to  excite  his  curiosity,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “He  knows  now  that  I  know  him.  He  will  try  to 
unearth  my  identity.  That  will  be  my  chance  to  work 
the  decoy.” 

“Altogether,  we  have  some  smart  work  cut  out  for  us.” 


“Well,  I  rather  guess!” 

“Did  you  see  the  strange  light  in  his  eyes  when  you 
spoke  of  the  Donna  Isabella?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  have  a  suspicion.” 

“What?” 

“The  Donna  Isabella  disappeared  some  time  after  she 
became  the  wife  of  Henry  Sims.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  if  she  was  yet  alive?  Let  us  assume  that  she  was 
decoyed  into  a  long  captivity  somewhere  in  these  wild  hills. 
Is  that  out  of  reason?” 

“I  have  thought  of  the  same  thing.  It  is  a  good,  clear 
possibility.  We  will  bear  it  in  mind.” 

It  was  a  late  hour  when  the  Bradys  retired.  The  next 
morning,  however,  they  were  ready  to  proceed  on  their 
journey  to  Deadwood  City. 

But  when  they  appeared  in  the  barroom  of  Chancey  Bilks 
place  they  found  themselves  the  cynosure  of  many  eyes. 

The  report  of  their  bluff  game  with  Black  Bart  had  been 
spread,  and  had  created  much  interest. 

Bill  Buxton,  whip  in  hand,  was  at  the  bar. 

“Well,  driver?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  “when  does 
your  stage  go  out?” 

Buxton  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  reckon  it  won’t  start  to-day,  pard,”  he  said. 

“What  is  the  reason?” 

“Hain’t  ye  heerd?” 

“If  I  had  I  wouldn’t  ask.” 

“Oh,  in  course  not.  Waal,  they  say  Black  Bart’s  men 
hold  the  Deadwood  trail,  an’  thar  kain’t  no  stage  go 
through  to  Deadwood  till  he  sez  so.” 


CHAPTER  IY. 

1 1ST  THE  LION'S  DEN. 

A  half  hundred  rough  denizens  stood  by  ready  to  support 
this  assertion.  For  a  moment  there  was  silence. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  laughed  in  a  contemptuous  way. 

“And  for  that  reason  everything  comes  to  a  stop,”  he 
said,  scathingly.  “What  sort  of  men  are  you  about  here  to 
yield  to  such  a  bluff?” 

“I  reckon  you  don’t  know  Black  Bart,  stranger,”  said 
one  of  the  throng. 

“Indeed  I  do  ;  and  more  about  him  than  you  do.  He  is 
only  a  man  and  a  very  cowardly  one  at  that.”  * 

A  gasp  escaped  the  crowd.  This  was  a  daring  statement, 
and  to  them  seemed  almost  heresy. 

Old  King  Brady  ran  his  keen  gaze  over  the  crowd. 

“Some  of  you  chaps  who  carry  tales  to  him  can  earry 
that,”  he  said.  “How  many  men  are  there  in  Du*r  Citv 
who  will  go  out  on  the  Deadwood  trail  with  me?” 

There  was  silence. 

1  hen  a  hulking  Texan  came  forward  and  pointed  to  a 
placard  on  the  wall. 
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“See  thet,  stranger!” 

Both  detectives  now  for  the  first  time  saw  the  startling 
announcement,  in  bold  letters: 

‘‘Closed-*— Until  further  notice  the  Deadwood  trail  is 
closed  to  travel.  Pilgrims  and  others  can  take  warning. 

“Per  order,  Black  Bart.” 

Old  King  Brady  squinted  his  eye  hard  at  the  proclama¬ 
tion.  Then  he  did  a  bold  thing. 

He  walked  up  to  the  placard  and  pulled  it  down.  He 
coolly  trampled  it  under  his  feet. 

Aghast,  the  crowd  stared  at  him.  There  was  a  dead 
silence  in  the  barroom  for  a  full  minute. 

Then  the  old  detective  turned,  coolly,  and  said,  loudly : 

“It’s  my  treat.  All  up  for  the  drinks.  Death  to  Black 
Bart  and  his  gang !” 

He  walked  to  the  bar  and  Harry  with  him. 

But  the  crowd  were  still  silent  and  apparently  frightened. 
Not  a  man  offered  to  accept  the  invitation. 

It  was  plain  that  Black  Barfs  power  in  the  town  was 
very  great.  There  was  fear  in  every  face. 

The  old  detective  tapped  the  bar  lightly  with  his  fingers 
and  waited.  His  manner  was  resolute  and  bold. 

“Come,  come!”  he  cried.  “'Are  there  no  brave  men  in 
this  room?  Are  you  all  cowards?  Why  are  you  so  afraid 
of  this  road  agent?” 

Just  then  a  lantern-jawed  man  came  in  behind  the  bar. 

It  was  Chancey  Bill. 

He  was  regarding  the  two  detectives  fixedly.  He  leaned 
over  the  bar  and  said : 

“What’s  wrong,  gents?” 

“I  have  asked  this  crowd  to  drink  with  me,  to  the 
defeat  of  Black  Bart,  and  not  a  man  Jack  of  them  dares 
to  take  the  challenge.” 

Chancey  Bill’s  face  was  a  study. 

“YVre  strangers  here?”  he  said. 

“Yes.” 

“Do  ye  know  Black  Bart?” 

“To  be  sure.  We  met  him  yesterday.  He  is  dead  easy.” 

The  hotel  proprietor  stared  and  looked  uneasily  about. 

“Sh!”  he  said.  “I  wouldn’t  talk  that  way.  He  is  a 
power  in  this  region.” 

“So  is  Uncle  Sam.” 

“Waal,  I  give  ye  fair  warning.  Black  Bart  will  square 
with  ye.” 

Old  King  Brady  saw  that  his  bluff  did  not  seem  to  work 
at  all.  He  looked  in  vain  for  a  sympathetic  eye  in  the 
crowd. 

Certainly  Black  Bart  had  a  powerful  hold  upon  these 
people. 

The  detectives  exchanged  glances. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  said: 

“Give  me  a  drink,  bartender.  Also  to  my  friend  here.” 

The  bartender  dealt  out  the  drinks. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  raised  their  glasses. 

The  old  detective  smiled,  and  said,  in  a  deprecatory  way: 

“J  regret  that  my  partner  and  I  are  the  only  men  in 


this  crowd  plucky  enough  to  drink  to  the  confusion  of 
Black  Bart.  May  ill-luck  attend  him.” 

The  detectives  drained  their  glasses. 

As  they  turned  to  leave  the  barroom  they  passed  by 
Buxton. 

The  stagedriver  said,  in  a  low  tone : 

“I  like  yer  grit,  lads,  but  don’t  ye  take  chances.  Git 
out  of  the  Black  Hills  as  quick  as  ye  can.” 

The  detectives  passed  out  into  the  main  street  of  the 
town.  They  walked  on  quietly  for  a  ways. 

Then  Harrv  said: 

«/ 

“It  is  plain  that  we  cannot  get  up  any  revulsion  of 
sentiment  against  the  road  agents  in  this  town.” 

“That  is  right.” 

“Those  who  are  not  in  league  with  Black  Bart  are  afraid 
to  assert  themselves.” 

“Yes.” 

#  „ 

“It  looks  as  if  we  must  stand  alone.” 

“Very  true.” 

“What  is  our  best  move?” 

For  some  time  the  question  remained  a  problem.  Finally 
Old  King  Brady  said: 

“Well,  they  do  not  suspect  our  identity  yet.” 

“No.”  \ 

“We  can  play  a  high  hand  until  matters  get  too  hot.” 

“And  then - ” 

“We  will  try  a  new  lead.  We  are  always  safe  with  the 
disguises  we  have.  We  can  easily  drop  out  of  sight.” 

This  was  true.  The  two  detectives  felt  secure. 

“I  have  some  curiosity  to  know  what  Black  Bart’s  game 
is,”  said  Harry. 

“It  is  easy  to  see.  We  are,  to  his  belief,  penned  up  here 
in  Dug  City.  He  thinks  he  can  capture  us  at  his  leisure.” 

“Of  course  we  will  not  allow  him  to  do  that.” 

“Not  if  we  know  it.” 

“Then,  it  seems  to  me,  our  best  plan  now  is  to  wait 
for  him  to  make  a  move.  We  have  made  ours.  He  has 
got  to  take  our  challenge.” 

“There  you  are,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  con¬ 
fident  smile. 

This  course  was  the  one  now  adopted  by  the  two  de¬ 
tectives. 

They  strolled  about  the  town,  and  seemed  in  no  hurry 
to  leave.  They  chatted  with  the  miners,  played  cards  at 
Chancey  Bill’s  place  and  made  themselves  comfortable. 

And  Bill  Buxton,  the  stagedriver,  hung  about  the  hotel, 
not  daring  to  take  his  team  out  until  he  had  received  per¬ 
mission  from  Black  Bart. 

Two  days  passed. 

Still  nothing  was  heard  of  the  road  agent  chief  or  his 
plans. 

But  the  Bradys  became  assured  of  one  fact. 

The  meshes  of  an  invisible  yet  most  powerful  net  were 
closing  about  them. 

They  could  not  see,  yet  coidd  feel  its  presence.  They 
grew  alert  and  wary. 

Yet  not  for  a  moment  did  they  doubt  their  ability  to 
slip  through  its  folds  when  the  right  time  came. 
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The  third  evening  after  their  arrival  in  Dug  City  the 
first  of  a  series  of  important  incidents  occurred. 

A  man,  dusty  and  travel-stained,  rode  up  to  the  door 
of  Chancey  Bill’s  place. 

He  was  a  man  of  remarkable  appearance.  His  dark, 
swarthy  skin  and  black  eyes,  dark  mustache  and  hair, 
proclaimed  him  a  Spaniard  or  Mexican. 

He  was  dressed  in  the  picturesque  Mexican  costume, 
with  fanciful  bolero  and  jangling  spurs. 

He  threw  his  bridle  rein  to  a  stable  boy  and  strode  into 
the  barroom. 

At  the  moment,  Bill  Buxton  was  in  conversation  with 
the  Bradys. 

The  eyes  of  all  in  the  room  were  turned  upon  the  new¬ 
comer.  Perhaps  the  Bradys  themselves  were  the  most  in¬ 
terested. 

“Who  is  this  fellow?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  in¬ 
voluntarily. 

Buxton’s  eyes  opened  wide. 

“IPs  Jose  Fernando,”  he  declared.  “I  used  to  know 
him  in  Laredo,  y$ars  ago.  He  was  called  the  richest  man 
in  Mexico  then.  A  regular  Monte  Cristo.” 

“It’s  odd  that  he  rode  into  town  without  running  into 
Black  Bart  or  his  gang.” 

Buxton  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Humph!”  he  said,  “you  can  set  it  down  that  Black 
Bart  is  no  match  for  him.  There  are  many  who  believe 
that  Jose  Fernando  and  Red  Miguel  are  one  and  the  same.” 

“Red  Miguel?” 

“Oh,  you  don’t  know  who  he  is.  Well,  some  years  ago 
Red  Miguel  was  the  greatest  highwayman  in  the  Mexican 
kentry.  He  made  a  terrible  name. 

“They  used  ter  say  that  he  had  so  much  gold  thet  he 
rode  his  horse  with  bits  and  bridle  all  of  gold.  He  would 
ride  through  a  city  and  throw  gold  broadcast  among  ther 
beggars.  But  no  reward  was  ever  offered  fer  his  capture. 
He  disappeared  one  day  an’  his  gang  broke  up.  Then  Fer¬ 
nando  appeared  an’  he  built  a  palace  in  the  City  of 
Mexico,  an’  lived  like  a  prince.  He  was  so  rich  that  even 
the  government  was  afeerd  of  him.  But  they  say  he  fell 
in  love,  an’  bein’  jilted  he  retired  an’  took  to  the  wilderness. 
I  hain’t  seed  him  afore  fer  years.” 

The  Bradys  were  intensely  interested.  They  gazed  at 
the  remarkable  man  before  them,  with  wonderment  and 
curiosity. 

“What  is  he  doing  up  hore,  alone  and  unattended?” 
asked  Harry. 

Buxton  shook  his  head. 

“Thet’s  hard  to  say,”  he  replied.  “But  it’s  wuth  findin’ 
out.  Mebbe  he  an’  Black  Bart  hev  struck  up  a  bargain, 
bein’  as  he  was  once  in  ther  same  line,  or  at  least  people 
reckon  so.” 

“Tn  that  case  he  will  bear  watching,”  said  Harry.  “We 
will  make  that  our  duty.” 

Fernando  drank  at  the  bar  and  was  assigned  a  room. 

To  this  he  retired. 

All  this  while  at  a  table,  near  the  Bradys,  there  had  sat 
a  slender,  smooth-faced  man  of  very  effeminate  appearance. 


His  face  was  shaded  by  a  wide  sombrero.  He  was 
dressed  well,  with  the  style  of  the  card-sharps  and  gamblers 
who  frequented  the  place. 

The  Bradys  had  noted  him  once  before,  and  knew  that 
lie  was  called  Jim  Cricket  by  the  denizens  of  the  place. 
Whether  this  was  his  real  name  or  not  could  not  be  guessed. 

But  the  appearance  of  Fernando  in  the  barroom  had  a 
curious  effect  upon  Cricket. 

He  had  shrank  back  in  his  seat  and  pulled  down  the  riin 
of  his  sombrero.  A  close  observer  would  have  noted  that 
he  shook  as  with  the  palsy. 

Harry  chanced  to  note  the  peculiarity  of  his  actions. 
The  young  detective  was  at  once  interested. 

The  moment  Fernando  disappeared  up  the  stairs  to  his 
room,  Cricket  arose  and  started  involuntarily  after  him. 

There  was  an  odd  light  in  his  dark  eyes,  and  one  hand 
rested  lightly  on  a  knife  hilt.  But  at  that  moment  his  gaze 
caught  Harry. 

In  an  instant  he  halted  and  looked  fixedly  at  the  young 
detective.  His  face  was  livid  with  passion  and  hate. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

FERNANDO  SHOWS  HIS  HAND. 

Harry  Brady  could  not  help  but  be  deeply  impressed 
with  the  appearance  of  Jim  Cricket. 

He  met  his  startled  gaze,  searchingly  and  deeply. 

Then  he  asked: 

“Do  you  know  that  man.  Cricket?” 

The  card-sharp’s  slender  figure  quivered.  He  seemed 
unable  to  answer  for  a  moment. 

But  finally  he  replied: 

“Yes,  I  know  him,  senor.” 

“From  your  manner  I  should  judge  that  he  is  not  your 
friend.” 

“Something  like  a  hiss  escaped  Cricket.  He  turned  to 
leave  the  barroom. 

But  Harry  interposed. 

“Wait,”  he  said.  “Sit  down  here  with  us.  I  want  you 
to  tell  me  about  him.  We  will  be  friends.” 

“I  have  not  time.” 

“But  you  must.  We  want  to  know  all  about  Fernando. 
A  ou  say  he  is  your  enemy.  We  can  help  you.  We  believe 
he  is  a  bad  man.  Perhaps  he  is  in  league  with  Black  Bart. 
We  must  know.” 

A  light  flashed  across  the  fellow's  face. 

“Ah,  I  remember,  senors,”  he  said.  “Per  dios !  vou  have 
defied  the  road  agents.” 

“Yes.  We  trust  you  are  not  in  Black  Bart's  league.” 

Cricket's  eyes  snapped. 

“I  hate  him!"  he  gritted.  “Ah,  senors.  1  would  see 
them  all  hung.” 

“Then  why  not  accept  our  friendship?  We  shall  be 
vour  friends.” 

V 

l  he  slender-built  Mexican  s  soft,  brown  eves  grew  milder 
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in  their  expression.  He  slid  over  to  the  table  and  sank  into 
a  ehair. 

“I  shall  be  glad  to  be  your  friend,”  he  said.  “You  shall 
know  that  Jose  Fernando  has  done  me  a  great  wrong. 

1  can  never  rest  until  I  have  wreaked  vengeance  upon  him  A 

“  Then  we  will  tell  you  our  mission  here,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  in  a  low  tone,  “and  we  ask  you  to  hold  it  secret. 
We  are  detectives  from  the  East,  and  we  seek  to  capture 
Black  Bart.” 

Cricket's  eyes  opened  wide. 

“Detectives !”  he  exclaimed.  “And  you  seek  Black  Bart. 
Ah,  I  fear  you  are  in  great  danger.  There  are  scores  of 
Black  Bart’s  road  agents  in  this  town.” 

“We  are  aware  of  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a 
smile. 

“Do  you  not  fear  them?” 

“We  do  not.” 

The  Mexican  youth’s  eyes  glinted  in  a  strange  way,  and 
he  changed  the  subject. 

“I  wish  you  fortune,”  he  said,  “but  my  quarrel  is  not 
with  Black  Bart.  I  seek  revenge  upon  Jose  Fernando.” 

“And  you  think  it  likely  that  Fernando  may  be  in  league 
with  Black  Bart?” 

“Si,  senors.” 

“Then  if  you  will  assist  us  we  will  assist  you.” 

“Senors  are  very  kind.  I  am  all  alone  in  the  world — I 

V 

have  no  friend.” 

“You  shall  not  say  that  now.  But  tell  us  what  is  your 
quarrel  with  Fernando?” 

Cricket’s  eyes  assumed  a  strange  retrospective  expression. 

He  glanced  at  the  detectives  and  then  at  the  stairway 
up  which  Fernando  had  disappeared. 

“I  will  tell  you,”  he  said.  “I  know  you  are  my  friends. 
Long  ago  a  Spanish  maiden — I  will  call  her  Anita — my 
sister,  loved  and  wed.  She  was  happy  in  wedlock. 

“But  Jose  Fernando’s  evil  gaze  had  been  upon  her.  He 
coveted  and  swore  to  have  her.  He  would  not  be  defeated. 

“My  sister  disappeared.  Her  husband  was  murdered.  I 
knew  who  did  it.  Accursed  Fernando  was  the  villain. 

“My  sister  has  never  appeared  to  me  since.  She  is 
dead.  Jose  Fernando  is  her  murderer.  I  live  only  to 
bring  him  to  justice.  My  soul  thirsts  for  his  life.” 

Cricket  paused,  and  slowly  his  head  sank  into  his  hands. 

For  a  few  moments  he  was  silent.  The  detectives  stood 
respectfully  by. 

Cricket  speedily  recovered,  however,  and  his  manner 
changed.  i 

He  became  alert,  eager,  and  his  handsome  face  flushed 
with  purpose. 

“Let  the  senors  wait  and  watch,”  he  said,  earnestly. 
“Cricket  will  work  for  them  and  help  them  to  capture 
Black  Bart.  All  shall  be  well.” 

With  this  he  gave  each  his  hand  and  then  stole  softly 
out  of  the  barroom.  The  Bradys  were  impressed. 

“Here  is  another  development,”  said  Harry.  “There  is 
no  doubt  but  that  Fernando  is  an  awful  villain.” 

“True,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Yet  he  is  not  our 

bird.” 


“Only  so  far  as  he  may  be  connected  with  Black  Bart 
and  his  gang.” 

“Allow  me  to  modify  that.  Only  so  far  as  he  may  be 
able  to  give  us  assistance  in  the  capture  of  Black  Bart” 

“Very  good.” 

“I  think  Cricket  can  be  trusted. to  win  his  own  revenge/ 
These  Spaniards  are  capable  of  anything.” 

“You  are  right.” 

“  So  it  is  understood  that  in  shadowing  Fernando  we  BVO 
simply  trying  to  get  a  line  on  Black  Bart.” 

“Yes.” 

“Ah,  what  is  this?” 

A  tall  figure  came  leisurely  down  the  stairs. 

It  was  Jose  Fernando. 

He  came  down  to  the  bar  and  gave  an  idle  glance  about 
the  barroom. 

As  his  gaze  rested  on  the  detective  it  wavered  a  moment/ 
Yet  there  was  nothing  like  recognition. 

He  went  to  the  bar  and  said,  curtly: 

“Give  me  a  hot  whisky.” 

The  order  was  complied  with,  then  Fernando  turned, 
and,  leaning  against  the  bar,  scrutinized  the  occupants 
of  the  room,  one  after  another. 

Suddenly  he  turned  to  the  bartender  and  said,  in  a  voice 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  all  over  the  room : 

<fT  say,  landlord,  do  you  ever  see  a  fellow  named  J*im 
Cricket  hereabouts  ?” 

The  Bradys  were  interested. 

The  barkeeper  cast  a  glance  about. 

“Why,  yes,”  he  said;  “he  was  here  a  moment  ago.” 

Fernando’s  eyes  leaped  and  his  face  flushed.  A  snaky 
glare  filled  his  eyes. 

“Where  is  he?” 

“I  don’t  know,  sir.  But  he  was  here  not  many  moments 
ago.” 

“Is  he  likely  to  return?” 

“I  think  so.” 

“What  is  all  this  I  hear  about  Black  Bart?  I  have 
heard  that  he  has  closed  the  trail  to  Deadwood.” 

The  barkeeper  looked  nervously  about,  and  said: 

“I  think  there  was  a  notice  given  to  that  effect.” 

The  next  remark  of  the  outlaw  was  a  surprise  to  the 
Bradys. 

“Humph!”  he  said,  contemptuously.  “You’re  all  a 
pack  of  jays  in  this  town.  Do  ye  mean  to  let  Black  Bart 
run  the  place?” 

Every  word  was  loudly  spoken,  and  reached  the  ear  of 
every  man  in  the  place. 

Card  playing  ceased  at  every  table.  Men  turned  and 
stared  at  the  speaker. 

Fernando  stood  coolly  at  the  bar,  with  one  hand  on  his 
hip. 

He  was  a  darkly  handsome,  devil-may-care  sort  of  man. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence  in  the  room. 

Then  from  a  far  corner  there  was  a  stir.  A  man  who  had 
been  drinking  at  a  table  there  arose  slowly. 

“Something  is  going  to  happen,”  whispered  Harry. 

“Yes,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 
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“lie  is  a  man  of  nerve.” 

“Bah !  it  may  be  all  a  bluff.” 

“And  he  may  be  the  best  friend  in  the  world  of  Black 
Bart.” 

“Certainly.” 

This  was  the  first  conclusion  reached  by  the  Bradys. 

But  the  next  moment  they  felt  constrained  to  change 
their  minds. 

The  man  at  the  far  table  now  came  lounging  forward. 

He  was  of  the  usual  western  type,  with  bearded  face,  and 
dressed  in  rough  shirt  and  hat.  His  trousers  were  tucked 
in  boots. 

His  face,  however,  was  of  remarkable  cast.  Dark  of 
skin,  with  deep-set  black  eyes,  he  was  a  man  to  be  noted  in  a 
crowd. 

Leisurely  he  sauntered  forward. 

He  reached  the  bar,  and  smilingly  nodded  to  Fernando. 

“Stranger  in  these  parts?”  he  asked. 

Fernando  scowled. 

“That’s  a  personal  remark,”  he  snapped. 

“Pardon  me.  Have  a  drink?” 

“I'm  not  drinking.” 

“Again  I  beg  your  pardon.  Landlord,  give  me  a  Scotch 
whisky.” 

The  bartender  quickly  poured  out  the  drink.  Not  a 
muscle  of  Fernando’s  face  moved. 

The  stranger  took  up  the  glass. 

“I  beg  pardon,”  he  said,  “would  you  mind  telling  me 
what  your  business  with  Jim  Cricket  is?” 

Fernando  leaned  forward  and  glared  steadily  at  the 
other. 

“Do  ye  want  to  stick  yer  nose  in  my  business?”  he  asked. 

For  a  moment  the  crowd  was  on  the  qui  vive.  A  shoot¬ 
ing  affray  was  looked  for  by  them. 

But  neither  drew  a  weapon. 

It  was  a  duel  of  words. 

“I  have  not  the  slightest  desire,”  said  the  other.  “But 
I  wish  to  offer  you  a  challenge.” 

“A  challenge?” 

“Yes.  Here  is  a  good,  stiff  drink,  and  I  propose*  the 
health  of  Black  Bart.  Long  may  he  live  and  rule  the 
road !” 

For  a  moment  Fernando’s  tall  figure  trembled  as  if 
tempest  swept.  Then,  swift  as  the  lightning’s  flash,  his 
right  hand  went  out. 

Crash ! 

The  glass  went  to  the  floor  in  fragments.  The  proposer 
of  the  toast  stood  looking  into  the  eyes  of  the  dark 
Mexican. 

It  was  a  thrilling  tableau. 

Neither  spoke  a  word. 

But  they  continued  to  look  at  each  other  in  that  steady, 
persistent  way  which  men  sworn  to  life  enmity  know. 

The  receiver  of  the  insult  in  the  eyes  of  those  in  the 
room  would  have  been  justified  in  shooting  the  other  dead. 

But  he  did  not  draw  a  weapon. 

Finally  Fernando  stepped  back.  A  jeering  laugh  left  his 
lips. 


“That’s  the  way  you  drink  Black  Bart’s  health,”  he  said. 
“I  can  tell  you  that  his  power  is  on  the  wane.  I  am  here 
to  break  him.  I  have  come  a  long  way.  I  am  Jose  Fer¬ 
nando.  Ask  him  if  he  knows  me.  Ha,  ha !  I  will  wipe 
him  out,  even  as  I  wiped  that  toast  from  your  lips. 
Caramba !” 

Still  the  dark  stranger  did  not  flush  even  with  anger. 

He  gazed  steadily  and  with  apparent  amusement  at  the 
other. 

Finally  he  spoke  and  his  voice  was  soft  and  easy. 


CHAPTER  VI.  ^ 

EXCITING  INCIDENTS. 

“Senor  Fernando,  I  beg  to  assure  you  that  you  art 
mistaken.  I  know  Black  Bart,  and  he  is  a  man  who  cannot 
be  taken  alive. 

“I  will  wager  you  my  right  hand  that  he  will  hang  your 
carcass  on  the  nearest  mountain  pine  within  the  week. 
Come  now!” 

“I’ll  take  you,  senor,”  said  Fernando,  “and  I  shall  have 
your  hand.” 

“Perhaps  the  senor  already  has  a  sure  plan. 

“I  am  not  betraying  my  plans.” 

“Arou  seem  very  sure.” 

“And  so  I  am.” 

“Do  you  wish  to  make  the  wager  larger?” 

“How  larger?” 

“I  wager  my  life  against  the  person  of  the  fair  senorita, 
whom  he  holds  a  captive  in  his  far-off  Mexican  palace. 
Come,  shall  it  be  so?” 

Fernando  started  back  as  though  dealt  a  blow. 

His  face  was  livid,  his  eyes  bloodshot,  and  a  dirk  leaped 
from  his  belt. 

“Sdeath!”  he  hissed.  “What  do  you  know?  Who  are 
you  ?” 

The  other  laughed  in  a  peculiar  way. 

“Put  up  your  weapon,”  he  said,  “your  idle  boasts  are 
now  come  home  to  roost.” 

A  whistle  pealed  from  the  dark  man’s  lips. 

The  result  was  thrilling. 

Outside  the  jdoor  hurried  footsteps  were  heard.  The 
next  moment  into  the  barroom  leaped  a  dozen  armed  men. 

In  an  instant  pandemonium  reigned.  Men  leaped  from 
the  tables  in  affright. 

A  great  cry  went  up. 

“Black  Bart !” 

Jose  Fernando,  however,  had  been  keen  enough  to  foresee 
this  daring  move  on  the  part  of  his  foe. 

In  that  same  instant  he  acted  like  a  flash. 

One  arm  went  up  and  dashed  the  great  lamp  from  its 
hook  over  the  bar.  The  next  moment  the  darkened  room 
was  a  melee. 

Struggling  men  tried  to  get  out  into  the  air.  It  was 
a  case  of  each  man  for  himself. 
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Pistol  shots  rails:  out  and  there  wore  yells  and  cries  of 
pain  and  rage. 

Eventually  out  into  the  street  poured  the  excited  gang. 

But  in  the  confusion  the  authors  of  the  affair  disap¬ 
peared. 

When  order  was  finally  restored  and  lights  again  shone 
forth,  Fernando,  Black  Bart  and  all  in  his  gang  had  van¬ 
ished. 

For  that  it  was  Black  Bart  who  had  accepted  Fernando’s 
challenge,  there  was  no  manner  of  doubt. 

In  the  melee  the  Bradys  had  done  their  best  to  get  a 
hold  on  the  outlaw  chief. 

But  he  proved  elusive,  and  got  away. 

They  had  nothing  for  their  pains  but  a  few  bruises. 
However,  they  now  had  gained  a  better  understanding  of 
the  state  of  affairs. 

They  tried  to  get  a  clew  as  to  the  direction  taken  by 
Black  Bart  and  his  men,  but  in  vain. 

Finally  they  gave  up  the  quest  and  went  back  -to  their 
room  at  Chancey  Bill’s. 

It  was  long  past  midnight. 

The  two  detectives  fell  to  comparing  notes  and  making 
deductions. 

“It  is  plain  that  Black  Bart  and  Fernando  are  old 
rivals,”  said  Harry. 

“ Exactly,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “And  also  that 
there  is  a  woman  at  the  bottom  of  it  fill.” 

“He  spoke  of  a  fair  senorita  as  being  confined  in  his 
Mexican  palace.” 

Old  King  Brady  knit  his  brows, 

The  two  detectives  wTere  thoughtful.  Each  had  in  mind 
a  certain  possibility. 

They  wondered  if  this  imprisoned  lady  might  not  be 
the  missing  Donna  Isabella,  the  wife  of  the  murdered 
Henry  Sims. 

But  Old  King  Brady  failed  to  see  the  connecting  link. 

“It  is  merely  a  coincidence,”  he  said.  “I  am  sure  that 
is  the  w'ay  of  it,” 

“Yes,  you  are  right,”  agreed  Harry.  “It  is  not  likely 
that  Fernando  had  anything  to  do  with  an  affair  of  so 
long  ago.” 

“One  thing  is  sure:  They  are  deadly  foes.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“Fernando  is  scarcely  the  lesser  villain  of  the  two.” 

“Very  true.” 

“But  we  want  Black  Bart.  Therefore  we  can  only  give 
our  attention  to  him.” 

“The  fact  that  Fernando  is  up  against  him,  however,  is 
an  aid  to  us.” 

“Oh,  yes.  We  shall  profit  by  it  greatly.  I  think  the 
case  looks  very  encouraging.” 

Just  at  that  moment  a  startling  thing  happened. 

At  Old  King  Brady’s  rear  there  was  a  low  window. 

It  looked  out  upon  the  rear  yard  of  the  hotel.  At  this 
hour  this  was  dark. 

A  peculiar,  scratching  sound  was  heard  at  the  window. 

The  detective-  turned  and  beheld  a  surprising  sight. 

Framed  in  the  window-pane  was  a  face.  . 


In  an  instant  they  recognized  it. 

“Jim  Cricket!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady, 

“Open  the  window!” 

Harry  turned  the  latch. 

The  next  moment  the  little  Mexican  crept  into  tho 
room.  He  was  very  pale  and  much  excited. 

“Ah,  senors!”  he  said.  “It  was  a  narrow  escape  you 
had.  If  it  had  not  been  for  Fernando  you  would  have  been 
captured.  That  was  what  Black  Bart  was  in  the  place  for.” 

“Is  that  so?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  in  surprise. 

“Yes;  and  only  the  unexpected  coming  of  Fernando 
saved  you.” 

“But  you — are  you  not  in  great  danger  here?” 

By  way  of  reply  Cricket  drew  a  keen  dirk  from  his 
pocket. 

“I  shall  not  rest  until  I  have  avenged  Anita,”  he  said. 

“Look  here,  Cricket,”  asked  Harry,  “what  is  your  real 
name  ?” 

The  Mexican  youth  shrugged  his  shoulder  and  said, 
lightly : 

“I  may  not  tell  you  that.  I  am  only  Jim  Cricket.” 

“Fernando  is  searching  for  you.” 

Cricket’s  eyes  opened  wide.  , 

“Did  he  speak  of  me?” 

“The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  ask  for  you.” 

The  Mexican  youth  gave  a  peculiar,  hissing  exclama¬ 
tion.  He  glanced  at  the  window. 

“I  came  to  warn  you,”  he  said;  “do  not  delay.  Black 
Bart  will  return  and  this  time  you  may  not  escape  him.” 

“Do  you  know  where  he  is  at  present?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

Cricket  made  a  sign  with  his  thumb, 

“He  is  near,”  he  said.  -“Do  not  stay  here.  He  will 
surely  kill  you.” 

“All  right,  Cricket,”  said  Harry,  with  assumed  lightness. 
“We  will  bear  in  mind  what  you  say.” 

“Adios,  senors!” 

In  a  moment  the  lithe  Mexican  had  slid  through  the 
window  and  was  gone. 

His  warning  words  were  not  without  their  effect  upon 
Old  King  Brady. 

He  looked  apprehensively  at  the  door. 

“Harry,”  he  said,  “I  reckon  it  is  time  for  us  to  act.” 

By  way  of  reply  the  young  detective  opened  the  small 
traveling  bag  and  took  from  it  several  articles  of  most 
clever  disguise. 

“Here  you  are!”  he  said.  “We  will  make  sure  to  be  on 
the  safe  side.” 

“I  think  it  is  well.” 

The  two  detectives  at  once  began  work  on  a  clever  make¬ 
up. 

They  knew  that  the  risk  they  were  incurring  was  great. 
There  was  no  sleep  for  them  until  measures  of  safety 
should  be  adopted. 

Harry  proceeded  to  make  himself  up  for  a  card-sharp. 

He  donned  a  flashy  suit  of  clothes,  a  long  mustache  and 
a  wig.  Clever  use  of  cosmetics  completed  the  disguise. 
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“You  may  know  me  as  Sandy  Sam,”  said  Harry,  with 
a  laugh.  “Will  I  do?” 

“Indeed  you  will,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “You  are 
all  right.” 

Old  King  Brady  had  himself  made  up  as  a  rough  miner, 
with  red  shirt  and  high,  top  boots. 

He  stained  his  face  and  arms  with  a  cosmetic  which 
made  him  a  shade  darker,  and  donned  a  rough  beard  and 
wig. 

“You  may  call  me  Cal  Wiggin,  the  prospector,”  he  said. 
“Will  I  pass?” 

“You  bet!”  said  Harry.  “I  don’t  know  you  myself.” 

“Now,  the  idea  is  to  fool  the  gang.” 

“We  must  get  out  of  this  room.” 

“That  is  right.” 

“I  suppose  we  are  watched.” 

“Indeed,  yes.  We  must  use  the  greatest  of  care.” 

Harry  crept  to  the  door  and  listened.  He  opened  it  and 
looked  out  into  the  corridor. 

There  was  a  semi-gloom  in  the  place.  All  was  quiet 
below  stairs. 

The  inmates  of  the  place  had  retired,  and  it  looked  for 
a  moment  as  if  the  coast  was  clear. 

But  this  was  not  so,  as  Harry  suddenly  discovered. 

A  dark  figure  lurked  at  the  lower  end  of  the  corridor. 

The  young  detective  understood  what  it  meant. 

They  were  under  surveillance. 

No  move  could  be  made  of  which  the  road  agents  would 
not  be  informed.  They  were  in  a  trap. 

The  matter  of  disguise  was  all  right,  but  it  was  not 
so  easy  to  get  out  of  the  trap. 

Harry  closed  the  door,  softly. 

“We  are  watched,”  he  said. 

“Of  course.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  we  are  going  to  fool  them.  I  am  afraid 
we  have  waited  too  long.” 

Old  King  Brady  crept  to  the  door  and  listened.  A  queer 
sound  had  come  to  the  ears  of  both  detectives. 

It  was  a  distant  hum  of  voices ;  then  it  resolved  itself 
into  the  tramp  of  many  feet. 

Men  were  coming  along  the  corridor.  The  old  detec¬ 
tive  reached  over  and  extinguished  the  light. 

“It’s  our  only  chance,  Harry,”  he  said.  “They  are 
coming  for  us.” 

There  was  no  disputing  of  this  fact.  Already  the  voices 
had  swelled  until  the  words  were  distinguishable. 

“They  can’t  get  away!” 

“Hang  ’em  up!” 

“It’s  Black  Bart’s  orders.” 

Thoy  wore  coming  for  the  Bradys,  but  the  detectives 
were  not  to  be  taken  so  easily. 

Old  King  Brady’s  plan  of  action  was  quickly  formed, 
and  he  hastened  to  carry  it  out  at  once. 

He  opened  the  door  a  crack  and  peered  out. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  BRADYS'  ESCAPE. 

With  the  extinguishing  of  the  light  in  the  detectives’ 
room  they  were  in  darkness.  Therefore,  when  Old  King 
Brady  opened  the  door  a  crack  he  felt  safe. 

He  could  see  and  not  be  seen. 

The  lower  end  of  the  corridor  was  filled  with  armed  men. 

In  another  moment  they  would  be  at  the  door  of  the 
detectives’  room. 

There  was  little  time  in  which  to  act,  but  Old  King 
Brady  accepted  it. 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  drew  his  revolver  and  whispered  to 
Harry : 

“I  am  going  to  extinguish  the  light  in  the  corridor. 
When  I  fire,  fall  upon  your  face  and  crawl  out.” 

Harry  understood  the  detective’s  game.  It  was  a  dan¬ 
gerous  one. 

“All  right,”  he  whispered. 

The  road  agents  were  nearing  the  door.  Old  King  Brady 
lost  no  time. 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  raised  his  revolver  and  fired. 

Crack !  Crash ! 

The  lamp  was  in  fragments  and  the  corridor  in  darkness. 

Both  detectives  fell  upon  the  floor  and  instantly  wormed 
their  way  into  the  corridor. 

They  were  none  too  soon. 

Curses  and  yells  went  up  and  shots  were  fired  through 
the  door.  Fortunately  they  were  not  hit. 

The  next  moment  the  Bradys  were  on  their  feet  and  in 
the  throng  of  rushing  men. 

In  the  darkness,  of  course,  they  were  not  distinguished. 
They  took  care  to  keep  with  the  throng. 

“Don’t  let  ’em  escape!” 

“Alight!  Alight!” 

“Look  out  fer  ’em!” 

These  were  the  yells  which'  went  up.  The  road  agents 
surged  into  the  room. 

Lights  were  quickly  struck. 

But  the  detectives  were  not  there.  Some  of  the  road 
agents  climbed  out  of  the  window  in  pursuit. 

Great  excitement  followed.  In  the  hurly-burly  the 
Bradys  easily  escaped  notice  in  their  disguise. 

From  the  other  rooms  startled  inmates  rushed  out.  The 
hotel  was  quickly  in  an  uproar. 

The  Bradys  managed  to  make  their  way  downstairs. 

They  were  safe  now. 

The  Bradys  could  not  be  found.  They  had  given  the 
gang  the  slip. 

Nobody  would  have  recognized  them  in  the  flashy  card- 

%» 

sharp  or  the  tough  old  miner. 

The  detectives  were  greatly  interested  in  the  proceed¬ 
ings.  Everything  had  worked  greatly  to  their  satisfaction. 

They  kept  a  keen  lookout  for  Black  Bart. 

But  he  did  not  seem  to  be  in  the  throng  of  road  fljjorK 
for  som«  reason  or  other. 
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Also,  the  road  agents  themselves  now  disappeared,  much 
to  the  relief  of  the  denizens  of  the  town. 

Chaneey  Bill  was  in  a  greatly  perturbed  state  of  mind. 
The  Bradys  heard  him  say: 

“1  don't  keer  a  cuss  about  putting  up  any  more  detec¬ 
tives.  If  they  show  up  here  agin  I'll  warn  ’em  off.  This 
'ere  bizness  is  doin'  my  place  big  damage.  I  hope  Black 
Bart  will  look  somewhere  else  for  ’em.” 

It  was  daybreak  before  matters  were  again  settled  down. 

The  detectives,  in  their  disguise,  lounged  about  the  place 
and  listened  to  the  comments. 

They  were  much  edified  to  learn  how  strong  popular 
sentiment  was  against  them. 

They  were  looked  upon  as  the  real  cause  of  all  the 
trouble. 

No  one  thought  of  blaming  Black  Bart.  Perhaps  they 
did  not  dare  to.  If  there  wTere  honest  men  in  the  town 
they  evidently  considered  it  wiser  to  hold  their  peace. 

The  emissaries  of  the  road  agent  chief  lurked  on  every 

hand. 

Gradually  comparative  quiet  was  once  more  restored  to 
Dug  City. 

Jose  Fernando  did  not  appear  again,  nor  was  any  trace 
of  him  to  be  found. 

Two  more  days  were  passed  thus.  The  Bradys,  in  their 
disguise,  did  all  they  could  to  get  at  the  game,  but  they 
gained  little. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  said : 

“ There  is  no  use,  Harry;  we  are  losing  time  here.  We 
must  do  something,  and  that  at  once.” 

“Well,”  said  the  young  detective,  “I  see  only  one  other 

plan.” 

“What?” 

4 

“Carry  the  war  into  the  enemy’s  camp.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Since  Black  Bart  won’t  come  to  us,  we  must  go  to 
Black  Bart.” 

“Oh,  I  had  thought  of  that.  It  is  very  risky.”  . 

“But  there  is  no  other  way.” 

“I  have  heard  that  he  goes  about  openly  in  Deadwood.” 

“Let  us  go  to  Deadwood,  then.” 

“Agreed.” 

The  Bradys  prepared  to  carry  out  this  purpose.  It  did 
not  take  them  long  to  do  so. 

They  bought  a  couple  of  horses  and  secured  a  few  days’ 
provisions.  The  stage-line  had  not  as  yet  resumed  opera¬ 
tions. 

Mounting,  they  rode  out  of  the  little  town  and  were 
soon  on  the  mountain  trail  for  Deadwood. 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning  and  the  scenery  was  grand. 
The  detectives  did  not  fail  to  enjoy  all  this  as  they  rode  on. 

Yet  they  kept  a  very  keen  lookout  and  it  soon  proved 
well  for  them  that  they  did. 

p’or  suddenly,  as  they  were  making  their  way  through  a 
mountain  defile  they  heard  the  tramp  of  horses  some 

distance  in  the  gorge  below. 

The  trail  here  took  a  winding  course  and  the  Bradys, 


through  a  screen  of  trees,  could  see  two  horsemen  leisurely 
riding  below. 

At  sight  of  the  two  men  the  detectives  were  spellbound. 
“Eureka!”  gasped  Harry.  “Can  it  be  possible?  That 
fellow  in  advance,  with  the  wide  hat,  looks  like  Black 
Bart.” 

“It  is!”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 

“He  seems  to  be  unattended  save  by  that  one  man.” 
“Wait.  We  must  not  be  too  sure.  There  may  be  others 
behind.” 

“He  is  coming  up  the  trail  and  must  pass  us  here.” 
“Yes.” 

“Then  let  us  wait  for  him  here.” 

But  just  at  that  moment  the  detectives  received  a  shock. 
There  was  a  sibilant  sound  in  their  rear. 

They  turned,  instantly. 

The  sight  which  met  their  gaze  was  a  thrilling  one. 
Crouched  in  the  trail  was  what  might  have  been  an  animal 
so  far  as  outward  appearances  went. 

The  skin  of  an  elk,  with  antlers,  covered  a  human  figure. 
The  skin  was  thrown  aside  and  the  masquerader  stood 
revealed. 

“Jim  Cricket!”  gasped  Harry. 

It  was  the  young  Mexican. 

He  put  a  finger  to  his  lips.  His  face  was  white  and  rigid. 
“Sh!  Come  this. way !”  he  said.  “There  is  great  peril. 
Here  is  a  chaparral.  Hide  your  horses.” 

“What  is  the  matter.  Cricket?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
“Ask  no  questions,”  said  the  little  Mexican.  “Come.” 
Without  further  hesitation  the  Bradys  obeyed. 

They  followed  Cricket  into  a  thick  growth.  Here,  behind 
a  high  boulder  of  stone,  the  horses  were  tied. 

Then  Cricket  said: 

“You  saw  Black  Bart?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  is  on  the  lower  trail?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ah,  what  were  you  going  to  do?” 

“Lay  in  wait  for  him.” 

Cricket  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“It  is  well  that  you  did  not,”  he  said.  “Jose  Fernando 

is  even  now  up  the  trail.  He  will  meet  the  road  agent. 

Then  vou  will  see  trouble.” 

*/ 

“Fernando  ?” 

“Si,  senors.  If  you  had  remained  where  you  were  it 
would  have  been  a  fatal  move.  Both  have  followers.  There 
will  be  a  battle.” 

The  detectives  were  astounded. 

“Whew  !”  exclaimed  Harry.  “We  are  between  two  fires.” 
“Si,  senor,  but  we  shall  be  safe.  It  is  well  to  be  neutral. 
Let  Cricket  be  captain.” 

“Yon  are  elected,”  said  Harry. 

“Where  were  the  senors  bound?” 

“To  Deadwood.” 

“It  is  well.  There  you  may  find  Black  Bart  often.” 
“Good!  We  shall  make  it  a  point  to  descend  upon  him 
at  the  first  opportunity.” 
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“  Very  good !  I  shall  hope  to  square  my  account  with 
Fernando,  also.” 

“ Look  here,  Cricket,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “how  did 
you  know  us?” 

The  Mexican  looked  at  them  in  a  shrewd  way. 

“You  shall  know,”  he  said.  “You  told  me  of  disguises. 
I  saw  the  old  man  and  the  young  man.  I  know  your  walk. 
That  is  how.”  ' 

“Very  clever!”  laughed  Harry.  “But  what  is  the 
programme?” 

The  Mexican  placed  his  ear  to  the  ground. 

“Come!”  he  said,  springing  up. 

The  Bradys  followed  him  for  some  ways  through  the 
thicket.  They  made  a  slight  assent  and  came  to  a  little 
height  which  looked  down  upon  the  trail. 

A  startling  scene  was  revealed. 

A  file  of  men,  armed  and  rough-looking,  were  coming 
down  the  trail. 

The  tall,  dark  man  at  their  head  was  Fernando. 

Suddenly,  around  a  bend  in  the  trail,  from  the  opposite 
direction  came  Black  Bart. 

The  result  was  thrilling. 

The  two  villains  were  thus  brought  face  to  face.  Each 
reined  in  his  horse  in  equal  amazement. 

For  a  moment  they  sat  staring  at  each  other. 

Amazement  and  hatred  were  blended  in  that  stare.  Black 
Bart  was  the  first  to  break  the  spell. 

He  put  a  finger  to  his  lips  and  blew  a  shrill  whistle. 

It  echoed  and  re-echoed  through  the  defile. 

The  result  was  exciting. 

From  half  a  hundred  clefts  and  corners  in  the  rocky 
hillsides  there  sprang  as  many  outlaws. 

All  were  armed  and  ready  for  battle.  It  was  truly  Black 
Barfs  own  stronghold. 

A  faint  light  of  surprise  now  showed  in  Fernando’s  face. 

The  road  agent  chief  smiled  in  a  sardonic,  triumphant 
way. 

“You  have  come  into  the  lion’s  den,”  he  said,  with  an 
air  of  much  courtesy.  “I  give  you  credit  for  much  cour¬ 
age,  my  friend.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

TWO  VILLAINS  MEET. 

Fernando  was  not  to  be  outdone  by  his  enemy. 

With  the  same  mock  courtesy  he  made  reply: 

“We  had  been  told  that  the  lion’s  den  could  not  be 
found.  Luck  is  with  us,  if  we  have  found  it.” 

“It  may  seem  evil  luck  before  you  leave.” 

“That  is  mv  chance.” 

V 

“What  is  your  errand  here?” 

“You!” 

“I  cannot  believe  that.  Admit  the  truth  that  you  did 
not  expect  to  see  me  here.” 

“I  admit  nothing.  What  else  has  brought  me  here?” 
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“I  can  tell  you.  You  are  on  your  way  to  Dead  wood.” 

“Well?”- 

“You  are  looking  for  a  young  Mexican  named  Cricket.” 

Fernando’s  face  was  black. 

“You  know  much,”  he  said. 

“More  than  you  think,  I  know  your  whole  life.  I  know 
you  are  a  coward  and  a  scoundrel,  for  you  have  wrecked 
the  lives  of  certain  people  whom  I  knew.  For  this  you 
shall  pay.” 

“Humph!  An  empty  threat.” 

“We  shall  see.  What  do  you  want  of  Cricket?” 

“I’ll  hang  him  when  I  find  him.” 

“Not  if  I  can  prevent.” 

Cricket  exchanged  startled  glances  with  the  detectives. 

This  last  declaration  was  a  most  astonishing  one.  It  had 
never  occurred  to  the  detectives  that  Black  Bart  might  see 
fit  to  champion  Cricket. 

But  the  next  assertion  was  a  yet  more  startling  one. 

“I  know  why  you  seek  Jim  Cricket,  as  he  is  known  here¬ 
abouts,”  said  Black  Bart.  “He  is  not  what  he  seems.  In 
that  slender  figure  and  characteristics  of  feature  is  it  not 
hard  to  recognize  a  woman  in  man’s  guise.” 

“What!”  involuntarily  gasped  Old  King  Brady,  as  he 
turned  upon  Cricket.  But  the  Mexican  was  gone. 

The  two  detectives  looked  at  each  other. 

The  disappearance  of  Cricket  was  sudden,  and  in  that 
moment  they  thought  to  go  in  pursuit. 

But  a  desire  to  overhear  the  rest  of  the  conversation  be¬ 
tween  the  two  villains  restrained  them  both. 

Fernando’s  face  was  a  study  after  this  declaration  of 
Black  Bart.  For  a  moment  an  inscrutable  light  shone  in 
his  eyes. 

Then  he  replied: 

“You  tell  me  news.  I  am  surprised  to  know  that  Cricket 
is  a  woman.” 

“You  lie !  You  know  she  is  the  Senorita  Carmela  Men¬ 
doza.  She  was  the  dearest  friend  of  a  woman  whom  you 
held  in  vile  captivity  in  your  Mexican  palace.  A  woman 
of  fair  name  who  would  not  wed  you,  black-hearted  cur 
that  you  were - — ” 

“Stop ! ” 

A  hiss  of  deadly  hatred  accompanied  this  cry  of  Fer¬ 
nando.  He  was  the  personification  of  fury. 

“Now  I  know  you!”  he  cried.  “You  are  the  assassin 
of  your  own  brother.  Parricide  and  fugitive  from  the  law ! 
I  will  see  that  you  hang  for  your  deserts !” 

“Silence!"  said  Black  Bart,  sternly.  “You  were  the 
cause  of  my  sin.  To  you,  all  is  charged.  The  burden  upon 
my  soul  is  heavy,  but  upon  yours  it  is  heaviest.  I  shall 
see  to  it  that  your  fiendish  career  goes  no  further.” 

“What  do  you  accuse  me  of?” 

I  he  abduction  and  imprisonment,  yes,  the  murder  of 
an  innocent  woman.  By  that  abduction  I  became  what  I 
am;  yes,  a  murderer  and  an  outlaw.” 

d  he  situation  was  dramatic.  The  Bradys  were  intensely 
absorbed. 

1  ho  two  outlaws,  for  such  the}'  were,  sat  facing  each 
other. 
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VEach  was  backed  by  armed  men.  A  word  from  either 
would  precipitate  a  battle  of  a  tierce  sort. 

Yet  neither  gave  it. 

Fernando's  face  was  black. 

“Your  brother  charged  you  with  the  abduction  of  the 
Donna  Isabel  ?” 

“Yes.”  • 

“And  you  killed  him  for  it.” 

V 

“He  attacked  me.  In  self-defense  I  struck  him  a  blow. 
I  did  not  mean  to  kill  him,  but  he  was  unjust.  I  was  not 
guilty  of  the  charge.” 

Fernando  smiled,  scornfully. 

“A  very  weak  evasion,”  he  sai(d,  “but  fully  characteristic 
of  you.  It  is  my  duty  to  see  you  turned  over  to  the  law.” 

“One  question.” 

“Well?” 

“Is  mv  brother’s  wife  dead?” 

Fernando  smiled,  evilly. 

“That  is  my  secret,”  he  said.  “I  will  not  gratify  you.” 

Black  Bart’s  face  clouded. 

“I  will  wring  the  truth  from  you  at  the  stake  !”  he  cried. 
“  Seize  him,  men !  Don’t  let  him  escape.  He  must  be 
captured  alive !” 

What  followed  was  so  swift  and  tragic  that  the  Bradys 
never  had  a  clear  recollection  of  it. 

Down  from  the  hillsides  came  the  road  agents  in  a  body. 

Fernando’s  men  opened  fire.  A  tremendous  fusillade 
followed. 

The  Mexican  outlaw  yelled  the  same  command  to  his 
men  to  take  Black  Bart  alive. 

In  a  moment  the  pass  was  strewn  with  dead  and  dying- 
outlaws. 

Black  Bart  rode  straight  at  Fernando,  and  the  latter  at 
him.  But  just  then  a  yell  went  up  from  the  gorge  and  a 
fresh  body  of  road  agents  burst  into  view. 

Fernando  was  not  rash. 

Much  as  he  desired  to  win  the  battle  and  capture  Black 
Bart,  he  was  not  so  foolish  as  not  to  see  that  the  odds  were 
overwhelmingly  against  him. 

So  he  blew  a  shrill  whistle,  and,  wheeling  his  horse, 
flashed  out  of  sight  down  the  pass.  His  men  followed  in 
wild  confusion. 

Dozens  of  them  fell  prisoners  into  Black  Bart’s  hands. 

But  Fernando  escaped. 

The  road  agents  were  baffled  in  their  attempt  to  capture 
him. 

The  detectives,  for  over  an  hour,  remained  in  their  con¬ 
cealment,  watching  the  progress  of  affairs. 

Jim  Cricket,  or  the  disguised  Mexican  woman,  who  had 
sworn  to  avenge  Donna  Isabel,  had  disappeared  and  did 
not  return. 

“It  looks  to  me  as  if  we  were  in  a  hot  place,”  whispered 
Harry.  “If  we  venture  out  from  here  we  may  be  made 
prisoners.” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Our  best  plan 

to  remain  right  here  until  dark.” 

“And  then - ” 

“Wo  will  go  on  to  Deadwood.” 


“But  can  we  not  find  work  to  do  here?” 

“1  fancy  it  is  too  risky.  Then  we  are  sure  to  meet  Black 
Baf’t  in  Deadwood.” 

“It  seems  to  me  that  he  is  not  the  villain  we  thought 
him.” 

“His  crime  was,  in  a  measure,  justified.  Yet  he  is 
wanted  in  New  York  for  murder,  and  we  are  here  to  get 
him.” 

“And  we  will  have  him.” 

Really,  the  case  had  now  assumed  a  wholly  new  aspect. 

The  developments  just  witnessed  were  a  surprise  and  a 
revelation  to  the  two  detectives. 

To  some  extent  their  plans  were  changed.  They  realized 
the  necessity  of  capturing  Black  Bart,  yet  they  regarded 
him  in  a  different  light  than  before. 

They  saw -now  that  Fernando  was  the  real  villain. 

Th6  purpose  of  "Cricket,  or  the  female  avenger,  Senorita 
Carmela,  was  easily  understood.  Fernando  had  committed 
a  fearful  crime. 

The  beautiful  wife  of  Henry  Sims  had  been  abducted  and 
carried  to  Mexico  by  Red  Miguel,  or  Jose  Fernando,  whose 
love  she  had  once  rejected. 

The  mysterious  disappearance  of  his  wife  had  led  Henry 
Sims  to  distrust  his  brother,  Bartholomew. 
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The  quarrel  and  the  murder  was  the  result. 

“As  it  is,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  want  both.  Fer¬ 
nando  is  no  less  a  criminal  than  Black  Bart.” 

“Just  so.” 

“As  it  is  Fernando  is  still  at  liberty.  We  must  take 
advantage  of  the  war  between  these  two  villains  to  capture 
them.” 

“And  Cricket,  the  avenger - ” 

“We  must  regard  in  a  different  light  henceforth.  She 
will  cheat  justice  if  we  do  not  look  out.” 

“You  are  right.” 

Thus  the  Bradys  discussed  the  situation,  but  they  dared 
not  move  from  their  hiding  place. 

The  road  agents  were  scattered  everywhere  through  the 
defiles  and  it  was  necessary  to  be  completely  on  their  guard. 

But  after  a  while  darkness  descended  upon  the  hills. 

The  Bradys  finally,  with  great  caution,  issued  from  their 
hiding  place.  Fortunately  their  horses  had  also  escaped 
discovery. 

They  mounted  and  rode  slowly  away  through  the  defile. 

Every  moment  they  expected  to  be  halted.  They  trusted 
wholly  to  their  disguise  for  protection. 

But  fortune  favored  them  and  in  a  little  while  they 
emerged  from  the  hills  and  come  down  into  a  valley.  They 
were  now  well  out  on  the  Deadwood  trail. 

And  now  the  moon  came  up  and  showed  them  the  trail 
perfectly,  so  that  they  could  gallop  on  swiftly. 

On  they  rode  for  hours  and  finally  drew  rein  on  an 
eminence  from  which  they  looked  down  upon  twinkling 
lights. 

Deadwood  City  lay  before  them  scarce  half  an  hour’s  ride, 

“We  shall  be  there  before  midnight,”  said  Harry. 

“I  shall  be  glad.” 
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“Indeed,  yes.  We  are  much  in  need  of  rest.” 

The  Bradys  now  rode  on  more  leisurely.  In  a  short  while 
they  were  in  the  streets  of  Dead  wood. 

They  applied  at  a  hotel  called  “The  Miners’  Rest”  for 
lodging. 

They  were  given  a  room  and  were  glad  to  retire  and 
sleep. 

It  was  late  the  next  morning  when  they  arose,  much  re¬ 
freshed.  They  dressed  and  went  down  to  breakfast. 

The  Miners’  Rest  was  of  the  type  of  hotel  found  in  the 
western  wilds,  rough  and  rude  of  accommodation. 

A  great  crowd  of  rough  men  frequented  the  barroom. 
There  was  a  general  and  animated  discussion. 

The  Bradys  overheard  a  remark  made  by  one  of  the 
miners. 

“They  do  say  that  Red  Miguel  is  up  here,  an’  that  Black 
Bart  has  got  him  tied  up  a  prisoner.” 

The  Bradys,  however,  hardly  believed  this  true.  The 
next  moment  an  incident  proved  that  their  premise  was 
correct. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FERNANDO  MAKES  A  START. 

Into  the  room  strode  a  dark-featured  man. 

His  eagle  gaze  swept  the  place.  He  walked  .up  to  the 
bar  and  his  voice  was  heard  in  every  part  of  the  room,  as 
he  said: 

“I  want  a  hundred  good  men.  I  want  no  cowards,  but 
men  that  can  fight  and  are  not  afraid  to  die.  I’m  going  to 
wipe  that  infernal  Black  Bart  out  of  existence  !” 

The  bartender  stared. 

A  hush  like  that  of  death  fell  upon  the  room. 

Deadwood  was  Black  Bart’s  great  stronghold.  Probably 
there  were  half  a  dozen  or  more  of  his  adherents  in  the 
place  at  the  moment. 

It  may,  therefore,  be  understood  that  Fernando’s  daring 
act  was  viewed  with  wonderment.  For  the  newcomer  was 
no  other. 

For  a  moment  no  one  ventured  to  reply  to  the  outlaw’s 
call. 

Then  the  bartender  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said : 

“What  have  ye  got  agin  Black  Bart,  friend?” 

“He  is  a  pestilential  scoundrel!”  declared  Fernando. 
“And  there  can  be  no  personal  safety  in  this  region  until 
he  is  wiped  out. 

“Now,  I  am  Jose  Fernando  and  I  will  pay  every  man 
well  who  will  join  with  me  in  wiping  out  the  road  agents.” 

“Do  ye  know  what  ye’re  sayin'?  This  is  Bart's  own 
kentry  up  here.” 

“1  don't  care  if  it  is.  There  must  be  men  of  nerve  here. 
If  they  will  only  say  the  word  we  will  soon  make  tilings  safe 
in  the  Black  Hills.” 

Silence  again  fell  upon  the  room.  The  Bradys  watched 
the  scene  with  interest. 


They  were  tempted  to  make  the  arrest  of  Fernando  on 
the  spot. 

But  when  they  remembered  that  law  was  little  known 
and  feared  in  Deadwood,  and  that  the  villain  was  un¬ 
doubtedly  well  backed  uq>,  they  hesitated. 

Just  then  three  or  four  men  in  the  rear  part  of  the  bar¬ 
room  arose  from  tables  at  which  they  had  been  sitting. 

They  strolled  slowly  toward  the  door. 

The  hawk-like  eye  of  Fernando  took  this  in.  He  under¬ 
stood  their  purpose  at  once. 

In  an  instant  a  brace  of  revolvers  leaped  from  his  belt. 

“Go  back!”  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  steel.  “The  man  who 
tries  to  block  my  way  out  of  that  door  dies !” 

The  three  ruffians,  who  were  no  doubt  members  of  Black 
Bart’s  gang,  threw  up  their  arms. 

“All  right,  pard.” 

They  went  back  to  their  seats. 

Fernando  smiled,  with  grim  satisfaction.  Then  he  said : 

“A  hundred  dollars  bonus  to  every  man  who  will  join 
me  in  my  fight  against  Black  Bart.” 

The  offer  was  a  tempting  one. 

There  were  men  in  that  barroom  who  held  life  in  light 
esteem. 

They  were  of  the  type  that  make  reckless  soldiers  in  time 
of  war,  and  dangerous  ruffians  in  days  of  peace. 

Two  arose  and  advanced  to  the  bar. 

“We’ll  take  yer  bonus,  pard.” 

“All  right,”  cried  Fernando.  “I  want  ninety-eight  more. 

Go  out  and  bring  them  in.  One  hundred  dollars  bonus 

and  ten  dollars  a  dav.  Five  thousand  dollars  to  the  man 
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who  captures  or  kills  Black  Bart.  I  am  the  richest  man 
in  Mexico,  and  I’ll  spend  my  fortune  to  beat  Black  Bart.” 

These  words  created  a  tremendous  sensation.  The  report 
spread  like  wildfire. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  the  barroom  was  jammed  with 
reckless  men.  Dozens  signed  the  roll  and  became  adherents 
of  Fernando. 

Those  who  were  secretly  in  Black  Bart's  command  looked 
on  in  silence. 

“I  have  an  idea,”  said  Harry. 

“What?” 

“Let  us  join  the  outlaw’s  band.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  thoughtful.  Finally  hs  said : 

“What  shall  we  gain?” 

“We  ought  to  gain  much.  They  will  never  know  us, 
and  perhaps  they  may  succeed  in  capturing  Black  Bart. 
If  so  we  will  have  a  good  chance  to  get  our  man.” 

“Capital!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  like  the  idea.  I 
believe  Fernando  is  going  to  get  a  big  following.” 

The  followers  of  Black  Bart  now  seemed  greatly  in  the 
minority. 

None  were  in  evidence. 

Everybody  was  shouting  for  Fernando.  The  excite¬ 
ment  was  great. 

The  Mexican  millionaire  proceeded  to  show  the  color  of 
his  money.  Two  men  came  in  with  sacks  of  gold  eagles. 
These  were  distributed  among  the  enlisted  men. 

“  bo-morrow,"  cried  Fernando,  grandiloquently,  "we 
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will  sally  forth  against  Black  Bart  and  exterminate  his 
brood  of  vipers.” 

The  Bradys  were  determined  to  try  the  experiment  of 
joining  the  gang.  So  they  put  their  names  on  the  roll  as : 

“Sandy  Sam.” 

“Cal  Wiggin.” 

And  received  their  bonus  of  one  hundred  dollars  each. 
Before  midnight  Fernando  had  raised  his  complement  of 
men. 

Plans  were  made  for  the  attack  upon  Black  Bart’s  strong¬ 
hold. 

Among  the  enlisted  men  were  several  deserters  from  the 
road  agent’s  gang. 

These  agreed  to  betray  the  exact  location  of  Bart’s 
stronghold,  and  the  safest  way  of  getting  there. 

It  looked  as  if  Fernando  was  in  the  ascendency. 

But  with  the  crowd  of  signers  was  a  slender  old  man, 
with  a  bushy  beard,  white  hair  and  deep,  soulful,  brown 
eyes. 

He  sat  down  at  one  of  the  tables  beside  the  Bradys. 

“My  name  is  Jeff  Warren,”  he  said,  bluntly.  “Will  ye 
shake  ?” 

He  reached  out  a  thin,  effeminate  hand.  Old  King  Brady 
was  about  to  take  it  when  he  caught  sight  of  a  peculiar 
ring  on  the  slender  finger. 

The  old  detective  gave  a  gasp. 

“Cricket!”  he  ejaculated.  “I  beg  pardon,  Miss  Men¬ 
doza.” 

“Sh!  Don't  speak  that  name,”  said  the  little  old  man, 
in  a  shrill  whisper.  “To  me  discovery  means  death.” 

“You  have  a  clever  disguise.” 

“Not  clever  enough  for  you.  How  did  you  penetrate  it  ?” 

“The  ring  on  your  finger.” 

With  an  exclamation  of  surprise  the  disguised  Mexican 
girl  removed  the  ring. 

“I  never  thought  of  that,”  she  said.  “Ah,  I  am  very 
anxious.  I  believe  my  time  has  come.” 

“Look  here,  Miss — I  mean  Warren,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  “don’t  you  think  it  is  a  better  way  to  let  the  law 
deal  with  Fernando  ?” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  the  senorita,  opening  wide 
her  eyes. 

“Just  what  I  sav.  I  think  it  is  better  for  you  to  let 

the  law  deal  with  Fernando.” 

The  woman’s  eyes  burned  with  a  fierce  flame. 

“Law!”  she  exclaimed.  “Don’t  you  know  that  the  only 
law  here  is  the  law  of  physical  supremacy?  Don’t  you 
know  that  the  strongest  must  prevail  ?  My  only  hope  of 
vengeance  lies  with  myself.  I  have  sworn  to  bury  my 
dagger  in  Fernando’s  heart,  and  T  will  do  it !” 

“But  he  knows  that,  and  is  on  his  guard.” 

“I  care  not.  My  chance  will  come.” 

“If  yon  will  help  us  to  capture  both  him  and  Black 
Bart,  I  promise  you  we  will  see  that  he  comes  to  the 
gallows.” 

The  senorita  set  her  lips. 

“Never!”  she  said.  “I  will  not  agree  to  that.  I  mean 
to  avenge  my  wronged  sister  with  my  own  hand.” 


It  was  useless  for  the  Bradys  to  try  argument. 

It  was  very  plain  that  Senorita  Oarmela’s  Spanish  blood 
was  up  and  that  she  would  keep  her  word. 

In  the  early  hours  of  the  morning  Fernando’s  party  left 
Deadwood. 

They  filed  into  the  hills  and  followed  the  guides  who 
were  to  lead  them  to  Black  Bart’s  stronghold. 

There  was  exultation  in  the  Mexican  millionaire’s  face. 
He  believed  that  he  would  succeed  in  wiping  out  his  old- 
time  foe. 

The  Bradys  kept  their  eyes  open  and  awaited  their 
chance. 

At  the  same  time  they  kept  their  eyes  on  Carmela. 

“If  she  attacks  Fernando  she  will  only  throw  her  own 
life  away,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  hardly  think  that  wall  deter  her.” 

“By  no  means.  But  it  is  our  duty  to  see  that  the  ends 
of  justice  are  subserved.  We  must  see  that  Fernando  has 
a  trial.” 

“Just  so.” 

But  when  they  got  well  into  the  hills  the  female  avenger 
disappeared.  The  detectives  were  discomfited. 

It  was  possible  that  she  suspected  their  purpose  and 
meant  to  forestall  them. 

At  any  rate,  she  dropped  out  of  sight. 

The  invaders  of  Black  Bart’s  domain  kept  on  until  the 
middle  of  the  next  afternoon. 

Then  a  party  of  scouts,  of  which  the  detectives  were  a 
number,  suddenly  came  upon  a  warning  sign. 

It  was  a  huge  placard  pinned  to  a  tree,  and  read : 

“To  the  men  who  have  been  blinded  by  the  specious 
promises  of  Jose  Fernando,  I  give  you  fair  warning.  He 
is  a  dog  and  a  traitor,  and  he  will  betray  you  in  the  end. 
No  force  of  men  can  come  into  these  hills  against  me  and 
go  out  alive.  I  give  you  fair  warning  to  turn  back  at  once. 
If  you  fail,  you  shall  all  die !  No  cpiarter  will  be  given ! 

“Signed,  Black  Bart.” 

Below  this  notice  was  posted  in  red  letters  the  following : 

“Beyond  this  line,  go  not;  for  no  one  may  return  alive !” 

There  were  a  number  in  the  party  who  were  disposed  to 
show  fear,  and  they  might  have  turned  back,  but  Old  King 
Brady  said : 

“Pshaw!  If  there  are  any  cowards  here,  let  them  go 
back.  We  are  going  on.” 

And  he  boldly  crossed  the  line.  Just  then  the  sound 
of  firing  was  heard  far  up  in  the  hills. 

It  was  plain  that  Fernando’s  men  were  encroaching  upon 
Black  Bart’s  territory. 

The  Bradys  pushed  forward,  for  they  wished  to  be  in 
the  van. 

Soon  darkness  began  to  settle  down.  Fernando  was 
obliged  to  call  a  halt  and  camp. 

But  he  felt  jubilant  and  sure  of  success. 

He  had  a  complete  circle  about  the  hill  in  which  Black 


( 


R 

18  THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 


Bart’s  den  was.  Thus  surrounded,  he  felt  justified  in  the 
declaration : 

“We  have  them  trapped.  Not  a  road  agent  shall  escape. 
We'll  hang  every  one  of  them  before  we  go  back !” 

But  this  was  a  boast  made  a  bit  too  early. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  DECOY. 

Certainly  it  looked  a  sure  thing  for  Fernando  to  hold 
the  road  agents  in  hand,  but  he  knew  little  of  the  resources 
of  the  wilv  Black  Bart. 

Pickets  were  put  out,  and  the  main  body  of  the  assail¬ 
ants  camped  in  a  circle  about  the  mountain. 

When  daylight  should  come  again  it  was  Fernando’s 
purpose  to  make  a  charge  and  rush  the  road  agents  to  their 

den. 


from  the  friend  of  Donna  Isabel,  the  Senorita  Mendoza. 
It  will  very  skillfully  show  the  necessity  of  a  private  con¬ 
ference  and  name  a  place  of  meeting  at  Dug  City  or  there¬ 
abouts. 

“Bart  will  surely  bite  at  it.  If  he  succeeds  in  getting 
down  to  Dug  City,  to  keep  the  appointment,  all  will  be 
ours.” 

“After  we  have  captured  him.” 

“Yes.” 

“At  the  same  time  we  will  make  sure  that  he  does  not 
fall  into  the  hands  of  Fernando.” 

“This  siege  is  likely  to  last  an  indefinite  time.” 

“Yes.” 

“I  do  not  imagine  that  Fernando  will  succeed  in  freez¬ 
ing  Black  Bart  out  in  such  short  order.” 

“Nor  I.” 

The  Bradys  quickly  and  skillfully  laid  their  plans. 

They  prepared  the  letter  from  Senorita  Mendoza.  Then 
they  considered  the  best  means  of  conveying  it  to  Black 
Bart. 


“We  will  shoot  them  like  rats  in  a  trap,”  he  declared. 

The  Bradys  held  a  discussion  that  evening. 

They  were  lying  in  a  little  hollow  under  a  mountain  pine, 
and  above  them,  outlined  against  the  sky,  was  the  great 
mountain  peak. 

“If  Black  Bart  and  his  gang  are  up  there  we  have  them 
surrounded,  all  right,”  said  Harry. 

“You  are  right.” 

“But  what  surety  have  we  that  they  may  have  some 
secret  avenue  of  escape?” 

“None,  whatever.” 

“Moreover,  suppose  Black  Bart  is  captured  by  Fernando, 
what  good  does  that  do  us  ?  He  would  never  turn  him  over 
to  us.  It  is  necessary  for  us  to  take  Black  Bart  back  to 
New  York.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  start. 

“There  is  a  way  to  do  that.”  . 

“A  way?” 

“Yes.”" 

“What  is  it?” 

“A  decoy.  We  must  try  a  decoy.  It  is  our  only  chance.” 

“A  decoy !” 

“Just  so.” 

Harry  looked  puzzled. 

“I  fail  to  see  how  it  can  be  made  to  work,”  he  said. 

“Do  you?  Well,  I’ll  tell  you.  We  must  send  Black 
Bart  a  secret  message.  He  must  meet  a  presumed  friend  at 
some  point  outside  the  lines.  If  we  can  make  the  decov 
work,  we  can  save  him  from  Fernando  and  also  claim  him 
as  our  prey.” 

Harry  looked  dubious. 

“All  very  fine,  if  it  could  be  made  to  work,”  he  said ;  “but 
we  must  not  forget  that  Bart  is  right  onto  any  ordinary 
decoy  game.  It  would  have  to  be  a  very  skillful  one.” 

“Just  so;  and  we  have  the  material.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Well,  let  us  send  him  a  message  which  purports  to  come 


They  could  think  of  no  reliable  messenger. 

Finally  Harry  said : 

“There  is  only  one  way,  pard.” 

“What?” 

“We  must  carry  it  ourselves.” 

“We  shall  be  placing  our  heads  in  the  lion’s  mouth.” 
“Well,  it  is  our  only  chance.  I  have  faith  in  our  disguise.” 
“All  right.” 

So  it  was  settled. 

The  Bradys  carefully  laid  their  plans.  They  crept  for¬ 
ward,  slowly,  until  they  had  got  far  beyond  their  own  lines. 

It  was  their  purpose  to  allow  themselves  to  be  captured 
by  Black  Bart. 

Then  they  would  show  the  letter  and  explain  their 
mission. 

The  rest  should  be  easy. 

A  way  could  be  devised  to  get  beyond  Fernando's  en¬ 
circling  line  and  make  Dug  City.  Somewhere  on  the 
journey  thither  the  Bradys  would  overwhelm  Black  Bart 
and  make  a  prisoner  of  him. 

Then  they  would  ride  with  all  speed  for  Sioux  City. 
Once  there,  the  game  woutd  be  over. 

Black  Bart  would  easily  be  taken  back  to  New  York. 

The  case  would  be  won. 

The  Bradys  were  thrilled  with  the  prospect  of  certain 
triumph.  They  felt  confident  of  success. 

They  kept  on  until  they  were  far  up  on  the  mountain 

side. 


The  camp  fires  of  Fernando’s  men  were  visible  far  below. 
An  occasional  'shot  from  the  pickets  showed  that  both 
sides  were  watchful.  1 


came  conscious  that  somebody 


was  near  them, 
them. 


They  saw  dark 


figures  closing  in  upon 


Who  goes  thar?  came  in  quick  demand,  followed  bv 
the  clicking  of  rifle  hammers.  \ 
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It  was  a  moment  of  supreme  peril.  The  detectives  knew 
that  their  lives  hung  in  the  balance. 

But  neither  lost  nerve. 

Both  wen  too  well  used  to  danger  for  that.  Old  King 
Brady  threw  up  his  arms  and  cried : 

“Don't  shoot!  We  surrender!” 

The  next  moment  they  were  surrounded  by  armed  men. 

They  were  instantly  disarmed  and  stood,  prisoners,  in 
the  circle  of  road  agents. 

“Who  are  ye?”  demanded  the  leader. 

“We  hev  a  message  fer  Black  Bart,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady.  “My  name  is  Cal  Wiggin.” 

“An'  I'm  Sandy  Sam,”  said  Harry. 

“A  message  fer  Bart?” 

“Yas.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“It’s  confidential,  an’  I'm  told  to  give  it  to  no  one  but 
him.” 

“I'm  his  lieutenant.” 

“I  don't  keer  fer  that.  He’ll  be  mad  if  ye  read  it.” 

The  road  agent  flashed  a  dark-laptern  in  their  faces. 
Then  he  said : 

“If  ye’re  tryin’  any  gum-game  ye’d  better  say  yer 
prayers.” 

-“Waal,  we  ain’t.  It’s  all  on  ther  square.” 

The  road  agent  grumbled  somewhat  and  finally  said: 

“Hyar,  four  of  you  men  take  them  to  headquarters.” 

Four  of  the  road  agents,  with  this,  advanced  and  led 
the  two  prisoners  away. 

For  a  long  distance  they  were  led  through  all  sorts  of 
dark  passes  and  defiles.  Suddenly  they  turned  the  corner 
of  a  cliff  and  found  themselves  at  the  door  of  a  small  cabin 
set  in  the  rocky  wall. 

A  light  shone  from  its  windows. 

The  leader  of  the  party  rapped  on  the  door.  It  opened, 
and  an  armed  man  stood  on  the  threshold. 

“What  is  it,  Upton?”  he  asked. 

“Is  the  chief  here?” 

“Yes.” 

“We  have  two  prisoners  who  claim  they  have  an  im¬ 
portant  message  for  him.” 

“Wait.” 

In  a  few  moments  the  guard  returngd,  saying : 

“He  wants  to  see  them.” 

The  Bradys  were  ushered  into  the  headquarters  of  the 
road  agent  chief. 

They  stood  in  the  one  dingy  room  of  the  cabin.  A  fire 
blazed  on  the  hearth. 

At  a  table  sat  Black  Bart. 

Before  him  was  a  heap  of  papers.  He  laid  down  his 
pen  and  gazed  critically  at  the  two  prisoners. 

“Well,”  he  asked,  bluntly,  “what  is  this?” 

“These  are  two  prisoners  who  claim  to  have  an  important 

message.  ” 

Black  Bart  scowled  and  looked  keenly  at  the  Bradys, 

“I  can  see  treachery,”  he  said. 

“ You  are  wrong,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “When  you 
have  read  thi  -  you  will  understand.” 


With  this  he  held  out  the  note  which  purported  to  be 
from  Senorita  Mendoza.  The  chief  of  the  road  agents 
took  it. 

Black  Bart  read  thus: 


“To  Bartholomew  Sims: 

“I,  the  sister  of  the  missing  Isabel  di  Garcia,  wife  of 
Henry  Sims,  send  you  this  message.  My  sympathy  is 
with  you,  for  Fernando  is  the  villain  who  abducted  my 
sister  and  kept  her  in  horrible  captivity.  I  have  sworn  to 
have  revenge  upon  Fernando  for  this.  He  is  your  enemy, 
and  I  am  his.  We  may  work  together  for  one  common 
end,  and  that  is,  the  destruction  of  the  monster  who  is  re¬ 
sponsible  for  the  awful  fate  of  your  brother  and  the,  great 
sorrow  thrust  upon  you,  and  for  which  you  cannot  be  held 
responsible ;  at  least,  not  in  my  sight.  I  send  you  two  faith¬ 
ful  messengers  with  this.  I  beseech  you  to  treat  them  with 
consideration,  for  they  dare  much  for  me. 

“If  you  can  do  so,  I  wish  you  would  meet  me  at  a  cer¬ 
tain  place  in  Dug  City  to  which  they  will  conduct  you.  I 
will  await  a  reply, 

“Yours  most  faithfully, 

“Senorita  Carmela  Mendoza.” 

Black  Bart’s  face  was  a  study  as  he  read  this  message. 

Slowly  he  folded  it  up  and  laid  it  on  the  table.  Then 
he  bent  a  glittering  gaze  on  the  detectives. 

“You  received  this  message  from  the  hands  of  a  lady?” 

“We  did,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Who  was  she?” 

“Senorita  Mendoza.” 

“She  claims  to  be  the  sister  of  my  dead  brother’s  wife.” 

“The  half-sister,  sir.  Her  mother  married  Carlos  Men¬ 
doza.” 

“Oh,  I  see!”  Black  Bart’s  manner  slightly  changed. 
He  took  some  papers  from  the  desk  and  examined  them. 

Then  he  bent  a  forbidding  gaze  upon  the  detectives. 

“Do  you  know  what  you  have  risked  in  coming  here?” 

“We  do.” 

“Treachery  to  me  is  death.” 

“Do  not  fear  treachery.” 

“Where  is  this  place  I  am  to  meet  the  senorita  in  Dug 
City  ?” 

“A  cabin  near  the  quartz  mill.  She  waits  you  there.” 

For  a  time  Black  Bart  was  silent.  Then  he  arose  and 
left  the  cabin. 

It  was  a  full  hour  before  he  returned.  When  he  came 
in  he  said : 

“Do  you  know  that  we  are  encircled  by  foes?” 

“We  do,  sir,”  replied  Harry. 

“Fools !”  ] erred  the  road  agent  chief,  “1  can  wipe  them 
off  the  earth  at  a  moment's  notice.  Now  listen:  I  am 
going  with  you  to  keep  this  appointment.  T  have  guarded 
well  against  the  possibility  of  treachery.  At  the  least  sign 
of  such  a  thing  1  will  kill  you  !” 

He  turned  and  made  a  signal  to  his  men. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  DECOY  FAILS. 

Instantly  the  detectives'  bonds  were  cut.  Black  Bart 
held  up  a  hand  and  said: 

“Follow  me.” 

Out  of  the  hut  they  went. 

In  a  few  moments  they  were  in  a  narrow  path  which  led 
through  a  high-walled  pass.  A  little  stream  trickled  through 
this. 

“The  poor  fools  who  have  us  encircled/’  said  Sims,  re¬ 
ferring  to  Fernando  and  his  men,  “little  know  that  we 
can  pass  their  lines  at  will.  To-morrow  we  will  sweep 
them  off  the  earth.” 

The  Bradys  made  no  comments.  They  followed  the  road 
agent  chief  into  an  underground  passage. 

Down,  down,  they  went,  for  what  seemed  an  intermin¬ 
able  ways. 

When  they  came  out  it  was  into  the  rays  of  the  moon, 
which  had  risen  and  flooded  the  country. 

A  knot  of  masked  men  held  a  number  of  horses.  The 

f 

detectives  were  told  to  mount  and  Black  Bart  did  the  same. 

Then  they  rode  away,  the  outlaw  chief  in  the  lead. 

The  Bradys  were  thrilled  with  triumph.  It  seemed  to 
them  as  if  their  plan  was  a  certain  success. 

Certainly  the  road  agent  chief  had  seemed  to  readily  ac¬ 
cept  the  bait. 

All  that  was  needed  now  was  to  wait  a  favorable  op¬ 
portunity  to  overwhelm  him. 

The  Bradys  realized  that  this  would  be  no  easy  task, 
for  Black  Bart  was  very  alert. 

What  was  more,  they  suddenly  became  cognizant  of  a 
startling  fact. 

Far  back  in  the  rear  at  times  they  caught  the  clatter 
of  hoofs.  They  were  followed. 

Doubtless  it  was  the  body-guard  of  the  wily  chief. 

At  the  least  sign  of  treachery  they  could  come  to  the 
rescue.  If  this  sort  of  thing  was  carried  to  Dug  City 
the  detectives’  chances  were  slim.  ' 

As  this  fact  dawned  upon  them  they  became  oppressed 
with  a  sense  of  defeat. 

They  had  no  hopes  of  assistance  or  co-operation  from  the 
denizens  of  Dug  City. 

In  that  case,  what  pretext  would  avail  when  thev  should 
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reach  the  town  and  be  unable  to  produce  the  Senorita 
Mendoza  ? 

The  Bradys  felt  a  chill. 

It  looked  much  like  a  trap. 

At  times  they  thought  the  road  agent  chief  was  enjoy¬ 
ing  their  discomfiture,  but  this  might  have  been  fancy. 

On  they  rode. 

The  two  detectives  were  now  occupied  in  the  deepest  of 
speculation  as  to  how  they  were  to  gain  their  point. 

All  this  while  Black  Bart  had  been  silent. 

Now  he  turned  in  his  saddle  and  began  to  catechise 
the  Bradys,  closely. 


“What  relation  do  you  bear  to  the  Senorita  Mendoza  ?” 
he  asked. 

“We  are  her  trusted  servants,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“So?  Then  you  may  answer  me  some  questions  con¬ 
cerning  the  lady.” 

“We  may  answer  no  questions,”  said  Harry.  “That  is 
our  mistress’  order.” 

“Aha!  She  is  shrewd.  Perhaps  she  fears  to  show  her 
hand.” 

“We  do  not  recognize  your  meaning,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  stiffly. 

“Oh,  you  do  not?  You  will  have  a  chance  to  sharpen 
your  perspicacity  before  I  am  done  with  you.” 

•  The  detectives  were  startled.  There  was  a  veiled  threat 
in  this  declaration. 

“We  know  only  our  duty,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
have  been  told  to  carry  the  message  to  you  and  to  conduct 
you  to  the  house  of  the  senorita.” 

“Which  is  in  Dug  City?” 

“Si,  senor.” 

“Very  good.  But  you  shall  answer  me  this  question: 
Does  your  mistress  ever  masquerade  as  Jim  Cricket,  a 
card-sharp  and  sport  in  Deadwood?” 

The  Bradys  were  staggered. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence. 

They  knew  not  what  reply  to  make.  Finally  Old  King 
Brady  ventured: 

“Really,  senor,  we  can  speak  of  nothing  concerning  our 
mistress.  We  are  faithful  to  our  duties.” 

The  road  agent  chief  reined  his  horse  nearer. 

“Let  me  acquaint  you  with  a  certain  fact,”  he  said.  “If 
it  is  your  purpose  to  play  me  false,  you  will  fail  and 
your  lives  will  pay  the  forfeit.  It  is  impossible  for  you  to 
decoy  me  or  do  me  harm.  I  am  under  the  closest  guard.” 

Old  King  Brady  whistled,  softly. 

“You  surprise  us,”  he  said,  with  skillfully  affected 
amazement.  “What  should  be  our  gain?  We  are  not  so 
clever.” 

Black  Bart  stared  keenly  at  them  in  the  darkness. 

Whether  this  reply  satisfied  him  or  not,  he  said  no 
more,  and  sat  back  in  his  saddle  in  silence. 

Just  then  the  distant  lights  of  Dug  City  came  into  view. 

It  was  now  near  dawn.  The  detectives  were  able  to 
look  back  and  saw  that  a  dim  array  of  horsemen  were 
close  behind  them. 

“The  senor  fears  treacherv,”  said  Harrv. 

Black  Bart  looked  up  quickly  from  his  reverie.  There 
was  a  mocking  cadence  in  his  words  as  he  said : 

“You  are  wrong.  Black  Bart  fears  nothing;  but  is  al¬ 
ways  prepared.” 

“  The  senorita  did  not  think  that  he  would  come  with 
armed  men.” 

“  Then  she  did  not  think  right,"  said  the  road  agent 
chief,  with  illy-veiled  sarcasm.  “Black  Bart  takes  no 
chance.  But  here  is  the  town  ;  where  is  the  meeting  place  ?" 

Old  King  Brady  looked  back  at  the  file  of  men. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 


21 


"  It  is  better  to  go  on  alone/'  he  said.  “The  appearance 
of  your  men  in  the  town  may  give  rise  to  trouble.” 

"\  can  meet  that,"  said  Black  Bart,  sternly.  “You  have 
brought  me  all  this  distance  to  meet  the  Senorita  Men¬ 
doza.  Now  lead  on.” 

He  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  the  significance  in  his 
words.  It  was  plain  to  the  detectives  that  he  believed  them 
traitors. 

The  peril  of  their  position  was  now  exceedingly  plain 
to  them. 

If  the  conviction  grew  a  trifle  stronger  there  was  no 
doubt  but  that  the  outlaw  chief  would  turn  upon  them. 

To  be  sure  they  might  shoot  him,  but  this  would  be  of 
little  avail  for  they  would  be  instantly  surrounded  by  his 
followers,  who  would  avenge  their  leader. 

For  one  moment  the  thought  of  a  daring  coup-de-main 
occurred  to  Old  King  Brady. 

But  he  dispelled  it  the  next  moment.  And  just  then  a 
plan  was  suggested. 

They  had  now  crossed  a  little  foot-bridge  and  were  en¬ 
tering  the  town.  Just  ahead  was  a  deserted  miner’s  cabin. 
Old  King  Brady  pointed  to  it  and  said: 

“The  senorita  was  to  be  in  waiting  there.  Perhaps  she 
has  seen  the  heavy  body-guard  of  the  senor  and  his  taken 
fright.” 

In  an  instant  Black  Bart  pulled  up  his  horse  and  blew 
a  shrill  whistle. 

The  next  moment  the  body-guard  came  galloping  up 
and  surrounded  the  detectives.  Nothing  but  cool  nerve 
and  bluff  could  save  the  Bradys. 

They  realized  this. 

“Seize  those  men  and  hold  them  safe!”  commanded 
Black  Bart.  “We  will  see  how  much  of  treachery  there 
is  in  this  affair.  Now,  half  a  dozen  of  you  search  that 
cabin,” 

The  order  was  instantly  obeyed. 

The  detectives  saw  it  was  of  no  use  to  resist.  They  did 
not  even  protest ;  but  Old  King  Brady  kept  affirming : 

“This  is  where  the  senorita  told  us  to  bring  you.  But 
you  have  frightened  her  away.” 

Black  Bart  refused  to  listen.  He  caused  the  cabin  to  be 
ransacked. 

Of  course  no  trace  of  the  senorita  was  to  be  found. 

The  outlaw  chief  was  alert  and  on  the  defence.  He 
believed  that  he  had  unearthed  a  plot  against  him. 

So  he  glared  at  the  detectives  and  listened  to  the  report 
of  his  lieutenant. 

“Enough !”  he  cried.  “I  can  see  that  this  is  all  a  bit  of 
treachery.  These  men  shall  all  go  back  with  me  as 
prisoners.” 

In  vain  the  detectives  tried  to  give  explanation,  but  the 
road  agent  chief  was  not  to  be  deceived. 

“I  believe  you  are  those  accursed  detectives  whom  I  had 
the  experience  with  on  the  Deadwood  trail,  he  declared. 
“If  so,  may  heaven  help  you  !  I  have  sworn  to  hang  you  on 

the  highest  pine  tree  in  Deadwood.” 

The  Bradys  would  venture  no  reply  or  further  entreaty. 


They  saw  that  their  plan  had  failed,  and  they  were  in  a 
desperate  position. 

They  regretted  now  that  they  had  not  made  some  des¬ 
perate  break  earlier  in  the  game.  It  was  now  too  late. 

And  Black  Bart  was  fiendishly  exultant  as  he  rode  on 
ahead,  rapidly,  in  the  early  morning  light. 

In  due  time  they  reached  the  hills  again  and  soon 
found  their  way  into  the  underground  passage  leading  to 
the  stronghold. 

It  was  now  daylight,  and  in  the  passage  Black  Bart  took 
occasion  to  examine  his  prisoners. 

At  first  the  disguise  fooled  him.  Then  he  rode  up  and 
gave  Old  King  Brady’s  beard  a  tug. 

Off  it  came. 

The  game  was  up. 

“Ha,  ha!  What  have  we  here?”  shouted  Black  Bart. 
“The  weasel  is  trapped  !  Now  the  truth  is  out.  Well,  well, 
well !” 

The  exultation  of  the  outlaw  chief  at  the  discovery  that 
he  had  the  two  Bradys  in  his  power  was  great. 

He  gloated  over  his  capture. 

“Ho,  ho!”  he  cried.  “Thought  you  could  hoodwink 
Bart,  did  you?  Well,  this  is  the  time  you  were  fooled  in 
good  earnest.  I’ll  crop  your  ears  for  you,  never  fear.  Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  Such  a  joke  !” 

But  it  was  no  jest  to  the  Bradys.  They  saw  and  realized 
full  well  what  a  serious  matter  it  was  for  them. 

They  did  not  believe  that  the  road  agent  chief  would 
allow  them  to  go  forth  alive.  It  was  their  death  knell. 

There  was  a  deadly  glare  in  his  eyes  as  he  commanded: 

“Truss  them  up!” 

Half  a  dozen  of  the  road  agents  now  sprang  forward  and 
seized  the  detectives.  They  were  quickly  thrown  upon 
their  backs. 

Cords  were  placed  under  their  arms  and  they  were  won¬ 
dering  just  what  their  fate  was  to  be  when  suddenly  the 
distant  sound  of  firing  was  heard. 

Then  a  couple  of  the  road  agent  scouts  came  bounding 
into  the  place. 

“We  are  driven  by  Fernando !”  they  shouted.  “He  has 
made  a  flank  attack  and  cut  our  line  all  to  pieces.  Escape 
while  ve  can !” 

v  ■ 

A  volley  of  curses  escaped  Black  Bart. 

He  was  the  personification  of  fury. 

“The  cursed  cowards!”  he  yelled.  “I’ll  see  if  they  will 
not  stand  their  ground.  Shoot  the  first  man  to  fly!” 

With  this  he  sprang  out  of  the  cavern  and  down  the 
mountain  trail.  But  the  road  agents  were  not  to  be  rallied. 

The  firing  grew  nearer  and  the  excitement  more  intense. 
The  detectives  hardly  knew  whether  to  expect  better  treat¬ 
ment  from  Fernando’s  men. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

VILLAIN  AGAINST  VILLAIN. 

But  the  Bradys  did  not  propose  to  fall  into  Fernando’s 
clutches  if  they  could  help  it. 
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As  the  fleeing  road  agents  went  dashing  past  they  ap¬ 
pealed  to  them  to  set  them  free. 

“We  don't  want  to  fall  into  Fernando’s  hands!”  cried 
Old  King  Brady.  “Set  us  free!  Ye  won’t  be  sorry.” 

One  of  the  gang,  very  likely  one  who  had  known  better 
days,  stopped  and  looked  furtively  about. 

“Don’t  say  nuthin’  ”  he  said.  “But  I  reckon  the  chief 
will  be  wiped  out  an’  it’ll  do  him  no  good  to  leave  ye  here. 
So  hyar  goes !” 

With  which  he  cut  the  bonds  of  the  detectives.  In  an 
instant  they  were  upon  their  feet. 

“Now  for  another  chance  !”  said  Harry,  hopefully.  “We 
have  made  a  close  call  of  it  this  time,  pard.” 

“You’re  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Lets  make 
the  best  of  it  out  of  here.” 

“All  right,” 

The  Bradys  followed  the  flying  road  agents  and  soon 
were  deep  in  the  underground  passage. 

'  They  saw  nothing  of  Black  Bart,  and  were  not  sorry. 
But  various  thoughts  came  to  them. 

“What’ll  be  the  outcome  of  this?”  cried  Harry.  “If 
Fernando  breaks  up  the  gang  it  ought  to  be  our  chance  to 
make  sure  of  Black  Bart.” 

“If  Fernando  does  not  capture  or  kill  him.” 

“I  doubt  that. 

“So  do  I.” 

“I  believe  it  is  our  best  plan  to  keep  a  sharp  lookout. 
If  we  simply  seek  our  personal  safety  and  leave  the  hills 
now  we  will  lose  him.” 

“Just  so.” 

So  the  detectives  hung  back  and  sought  a  hiding  place 
behind  a  pile  of  boulders. 

From  here  they  could  see  all  who  passed  and  yet  be 
unseen. 

The  sounds  of  the  struggle  grew  nearer  and  louder. 

It  was  plain  that  Black  Bart  was  defeated. 

Fernando  had  won  the  victory  and  the  road  agents  were 
driven  from  their  stronghold.  Should  Black  Bart  fall 
into  the  hands  of  his  arch  enemy  his  career  would  find  a 
speedy  termination. 

The  Bradys  knew  this,  and  felt  very  anxious.  It  began 
to  look  as  if  fate  would  deny  them  the  gaining  of  their  ends. 

“It  is  hardly  conceivable  that  Sims  would  be  foolish 
enough  to  allow  himself  to  be  captured,”  said  Harry. 

“I  should  think  not.” 

“Where  can  he  be?” 

“Ah,  that  is  not  easy  to  say;  but  he  may  have  made 
his  escape  by  some  other  avenue.” 

“Very  true.  Indeed,  I  hope  that  is  the  case.” 

But  just  at  this  moment  loud  cheering  was  heard. 

Fernando’s  men  were  in  the  road  agents’  stronghold. 
Past  the  hiding  place  of  the  Bradys  rushed  the  demoralized 
outlaws. 

Behind  them  came  Fernando  and  his  men.  They  shot 
down  the  road  agents  at  sight,  and  hunted  them  everywhere. 

The  cavern  was  strewn  with  dead  and  dying  men. 

Fernando  was  on  the  lookout  for  Black  Bart. 


He  had  offered  his  men  a  heavy  reward  for  the  capture 
of  the  road  agent.  But  in  vain. 

Black  Bart  and  the  remnant  of  his  gang  were  driven 
from  their  den,  but  yet  they  escaped. 

All  that  dav  the  “Vigilants”  as  Fernando’s  men  styled 
themselves,  scoured  the  hills,  but  they  might  as  well  have 
saved  themselves  the  trouble. 

Black  Bart  could  not  be  found.  At  nightfall  Fernando 
withdrew. 

When  the  “Vigilants”  rode  into  the  streets  of  Deadwood 
that  night  they  were  wildly  triumphant. 

They  had  broken  up  the  road  agents’  nest.  Once  more 
stages  could  safely  traverse  the  mountain  trail. 

But  they  were,  in  a  large  measure,  bitterly  disappointed ; 
for  the  ringleader,  the  man  with  a  price  on  his  head,  had 
eluded  them. 

He  was  at  liberty. 

Fernando,  though  in  a  measure  triumphant,  was  moody 
and  depressed.  He  shut  himself  up  in  his  room  at  the 
Deadwood  Hotel. 

The  next  day  flaring  placards  were  everywhere  posted: 

“Ten  Thousand  Dollars’  Reward  ! 

“This  sum  will  be  paid  for  the  capture  of  Black  Bart, 
the  road  agent.  He  must  be  captured  alive  and  brought  to 
Deadwood  City  and  delivered  to  v  Jose  Fernando.” 

This  announcement  created  tremendous  excitement. 

Fernando  was,  ere  this,  a  celebrity  and  a  quandam  hero 
in  Deadwood. 

When  it  was  known  that  he  was  no  other  than  the  great 
Mexican  millionaire,  and,  as  some  hinted,  Red  Miguel  him¬ 
self,  much  interest  was  manifested  in  him. 

It  was  safe  to  say  that  every  man  of  daring  in  the  place 
went  out  upon  the  trail  of  the  road  agent. 

The  result  was  what  might  have  been  expected. 

Some  came  back  defeated. 

Some  never  came  back. 

A  few  had  thrilling  experiences  to  recite.  They  had 
met  the  road  agent  and  escaped  with  a  broken  arm  or  a 
cracked  skull. 

For  Black  Bart  was  a  dead  shot.  One  must  be  quick, 
indeed,  to  get  the  drop  on  such  a  man. 

The  Bradys  made  no  effort  to  go  out  after  him. 

They  knew  that  he  was  very  much  on  his  guard,  and 
the  kind  of  a  fox  hard  to  drive  out  of  his  hole. 

So  they  were  content  to  lie  low  and  wait. 

In  response  to  Fernando’s  offer  of  high  reward,  a  mys¬ 
terious  placard,  in  flaming  red,  appeared  under  it. 

“Fifty  thousand  dollars  in  gold  will  be  paid  to  Jose 
Fernando  if  he  will  personally  effect  the  capture  of  Black 
Bart,  the  road  agent.  Retribution  is  at  hand. 

“Signed,  The  Avenger.” 

The  Bradys  guessed  who  was  the  author  of  this.  They 
had  seen  nothing  of  Senorita  Mendoza  for  two  days. 

But  that  evening,  as  they  sat  at  a  table  in  the  barroom 
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of  the  Deadwood  Hotel,  a  little  old  man,  in  goggles,  ap¬ 
proached  them.  > 

The  disguise  was  clever,  but  Old  Xing  Brady  knew  the 

wearer. 

• 

“ The  senorita  !”  he  whispered.  “  You  are  still  alive.” 

“Did  you  think  me  dead,  senor  Americano?”  asked 
Carmela,  in  a  soft  voice.  , 

“We  have  not  known  what  to  think  since  that  battle  in 
the  hills,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“Ah,  was  it  not  dreadful!  I  tried  to  find  my  oppor¬ 
tunity,  but  the  scoundrel  was  always  surrounded  by  his 
men.  I  am  waiting  in  patience.” 

“Senorita  Mendoza,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “do  you 
still  cling  to  that  foolish  resolution?” 

The  Spanish  girl’s  face  was  hard  and  set. 

“And  why  not?”  she  asked. 

“It  is  not  right  according  to  the  law.  Better  by  far  let 
justice  be  done.” 

“Justice!”  said  Carmela,  bitterly.  “I  have  seen  it  done 
before.  The  justice  of  men.  It  is  a  farce.  Senor  Fer¬ 
nando  can  buy  the  souls  of  any  jury  or  judge.  He  would 
only  make  his  escape.” 

She  compressed  her  thin  lips. 

“But  he  cannot  escape  the  justice  of  the  avenger!”  she 
said,  rigidly.  “When  I  have  cut  his  heart  in  twain  with 
my  dagger,  then  I  shall  know  that  justice  is  mine.” 

“But  vengeance  is  God's.” 

m 

“I  am  His  instrument.” 

The  Bradys  saw  the  futility  of  argument  with  the  pas¬ 
sionate  Spanish  girl.  Her  notions  of  right  and  wrong  could 
not  be  in  any  degree  swerved. 

“Do  you  know  where  Black  Bart  is?”  asked  Harry,  to 
change  the  subject. 

“Yes,”  replied  Carmela. 

The  detectives  gave  a  start. 

“What!”  exclaimed  Old  Xing  Brady.  “Do  you  mean 
that  ?” 

“Si,  senors.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“In  Deadwood.” 

“In  this  town?” 

“Yes.” 

“In  disguise?” 

The  girl  nodded. 

“He  is  in  this  room  at  this  moment,”  she  said,  “but  he 
is  safe.  You  cannot  arrest  him  in  Deadwood.” 

The  detectives  were  astounded. 

“You  are  not  jesting  with  us?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  never  jest,”  replied  Carmela,  soberly.  “If  you  will 
look  across  the  room  you  will  see  a  black-whiskered  miner 
at  a  table  playing  cards  with  two  others.  It  is  Black  Bart  in 
disguise.” 

The  Bradys  were  thrilled. 

They  «aw  the  black-whiskered  miner,  and  at  once  recog¬ 
nized  Black  Bart.  They  were  thunderstruck. 

“He  dares  to  come  here  with  that  pri^e  on  his  head?” 
-aid  Harry. 

“Ah,  but  nobody  else  recognizes  him,”  said  Carmela. 


“I  do  not  betray  him,  for  indirectly  he  is  my  friend  as 
he  is  the  foe  of  Fernando.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  old  detective.  “I  assure  you  also  that 
we  have  no  desire  to  betray  him.” 

“It  would  scarcely  pay  you.” 

“Exactly.  We  want  him,  to  take  him  East.  If  Fernando 
gets  him  then  we  lose  the  game.” 

“I  understand.” 

“Does  he  know  you?” 

“Not  in  this  guise.” 

“Do  you  think  he  knows  us?” 

“Assuredly.” 

The  Bradys  were  disturbed.  They  were  decidedly  non¬ 
plussed. 

“Humph!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  got  to 
change  our  tactics,  Harry.  I  don’t  see  that,  we  are  gaining 
anything.” 

“Ditto,”  agreed  the  young  detective.  “But  even  in  our 
cleverest  method  of  disguise  he  knows  us.” 

“It  is  easy  enough  to  arrest  him.” 

“Yes,  but  another  thing  to  get  him. out  of  the  country.” 

“You  are  right.” 

The  detectives  were  silent  for  some  moments.  The  out¬ 
look  was  not  at  all  pleasing. 

Then  Carmela  leaned  forward. 

“There  is  a  way,  senors,”  she  said,  in  her  soft  voice.  “I 
can  help  you  trap  him.” 

The  detectives  gave  a  start. 

“You?”  said  Harry. 

“Si,  senor.” 

“How?” 

The  Spanish  woman  smiled. 

“If  you  will  swear  to  help  me  capture  Fernando,  if  you 
will  give  me  the  chance  to  drive  my  dagger  to  his  heart,  I 
will  help  you.” 

The  Bradys  were  staggered.  Personally,  their  ideas  of 
justice  differed  vastly  from  those  of  this  vengeful  little 
Spaniard. 

“We  will  help  you  to  bring  Fernando  to  the  law,”  said 
Harry. 

The  girl’s  eyes  flashed. 

“No,”  she  said,  curtly.  “Only  one  thing  will  I  accept. 
There  must  be  no  weakness.  I  have  sworn  to  kill  Fernando. 
I  will  avenge  my  sister  with  my  own  hand.  Nothing  will 
change  me.  Under  these  conditions,  senors,  I  will  help  you 
to  capture  Black  Bart.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

FERNANDO  IS  BLOCKED. 

As  if  she  read  doubt  in  their  eyes,  the  Spanish  woman 
continued : 

“I  will  say  more:  I  know  that  1  can  lead  the  road  agent 
into  a  trap.” 

Old  King  Brady  hesitated.  He  looked  at  Harry. 
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The  young  detective  shook  his  head. 

“It  is  murder”  he  said.  “I  could  not  lend  my  hand 
to  it.” 

“Nor  I,”  said  the  old  detective. 

Carmela  bowed,  politely. 

“No  harm  is  done,”  she  said.  “You  may  go  your  way, 
senors,  and  I  will  go  mine.  Luck  be  with  you !” 

“We  thank  you.” 

Carmela  started  to  rise,  but  Old  King  Brady  said : 

“One  word.” 

“Well?” 

“If  you  do  not  assist  us,  you  will  not  betray  us?” 

“I  will  not.” 

“Very  good.” 

Carmela  rose  and  crossed  the  room.  To  the  surprise  of 
the  Bradys  she  advanced  to  the  table  where  Black  Bart  sat. 

The  card  game  was  finished  and  the  two  gamblers  arose 
and  left.  Carmela  sat  down  at  the  table. 

She  accosted  Black  Bart,  familiarly,  and  the  two  en¬ 
gaged  in  earnest  conversation.  The  detectives  were 
astounded. 

“I  say,  Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “where  are  we 
at?  What  do  you  make  of  that?” 

“It  looks  as  if  they  knew  each  other  well.” 

“I  should  say  so.” 

“Doubtless  there  has  been  a  community  of  interests 
against  Fernando.” 

“It  seems  so.  Does  he  know  her  in  her  true  character?” 

“That’s  the  question.” 

“Moreover,  are  we  sure  that  she  is  loyal  to  us?  Some¬ 
how,  from  the  first,  Black  Bart  has  had  complete  informa¬ 
tion  as  to  our  movements.” 

“That  is  so.” 

The  Bradys  regarded  this  action  of  Carmela’s  with  sus¬ 
picion.  For  the  first  time  they  distrusted  her. 

“Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady  finally,  “we  have  handled 
this  case  well.  There  is  no  reason  why  we  should  not  have 
captured  our  bird  long  ago.” 

“I  believe  you.” 

“On  my  word,  it  looks  as  if  Bart  had  been  kept  posted, 
possibly  by  this  same  assumed  friend  of  ours.” 

Old  King  Brady  in  perplexity  drew  a  big  hunk  of  tobacco 
from  his  pocket  and  nervously  gnawed  at  it. 

Finally  he  arose. 

“Come  on,  Harry.” 

“  Where  are  you  going  ?” 

“I  am  going  to  get  out  of  here.  We’ve  got  to  go  back 
and  begin  all  over  again.  We’ve  got  nothing  under  us.” 

Harry  was  actually  of  the  same  opinion,  so  he  followed 
Old  King  Brady  out  of  the  barroom. 

“Well,  what  now?”  he  asked. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  to  do.” 

“Well?” 

“We’ve  got  to  get  out  of  Deadwood.  We  cannot  work 
here.  We  would  never  get  our  man  in  a  hundred  years.” 

“I  believe  you.” 


“It  is  easy  to  see.  We  are  spotted  at  once  and  kept  con¬ 
stantly  under  surveillance.  He  is  aware  of  every  move  of 
ours,  and  knows  how  to  meet  it.” 

“Then  our  plan - ” 

“Is  to  work  outside.” 

“Good  enough.” 

“We  will  get  out  of  Deadwood  to-morrow.  We  will  take 
to  the,  hills.  It  is  our  only  chance  to  trap  our  man.” 

“Hello!  What’s  this?” 

The  exclamation  was  caused  by  a  new  and  unexpected  de¬ 
velopment. 

A  dozen  booted  and  armed  men  had  come  out  of  the 
gloom  and  stood  looking  into  the  barroom. 

A  tall,  dark  figure  in  their  midst  was  recognized  by  the 
Bradys. 

It  was  Jose  Fernando. 

He  had  his  gaze  fixed  upon  the  table  at  which  sat  Black 
Bart  and  Carmela.  He  spoke  hurried  words  to  his  men. 

“It’s  Fernando!”  whispered  Harry. 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  he  up  to  ?” 

“It’s  dollars  to  doughnuts  he  has  spotted  Black  Bart  and 
is  planning  for  his  capture.” 

This  assumption  thrilled  the  Bradys.  They  grew  in¬ 
terested. 

But  the  next  moment  this  theory  was  dispelled.  The 
words  spoken  by  Fernando  were  a  revelation. 

“That’s  the  party,  the  slender  old  man  at  the  table  with 
the  black-whiskered  fellow.  See  that  you  get  him.” 

“Whew!”  gasped  Harry.  “He  has  penetrated  Carmela's 
disguise.” 

“If  she  falls  into  his  hands - ” 

“Heaven  help  her!” 

The  dozen  armed  ruffians  boldly  entered  the  barroom. 
They  advanced  at  once  to  the  table  at  which  Black  Bart 
and  Carmela  were  sitting. 

Even  before  the  armed  gang  reached  the  table  Carmela 
saw  her  fate.  But  she  never  lost  her  nerve. 

The  leader  of  the  gang  confronted  her. 

“I  am  under  orders  to  arrest  you,  sir,  and  bring  you 
before  the  Vigilance  Committee.” 

The  Spanish  girl's  eyes  flashed.  She  drew  her  lithe 
figure  up  proudly  and  said: 

“lou  arrest  me  at  your  peril!  I  owe  nothing  to  your 
committee.” 

Black  Bart’s  face  was  a  trifle  pale,  but  otherwise  he  did 
not  show  the  fear  which  must  have  been  his. 

“I  can't  help  it,  sir,”  said  the  assumed  Vigilant,  sternly. 
*Ht  is  the  order  of  our  chief  to  bring  you  before  him. 

Carmela’s  eyes  burned  with  a  strange  light. 

“Who  is  your  chief?” 

“Jose  Fernando.” 

“The  biggest  coward  and  scoundrel  unhung.” 

“Take  care,  sir!” 

“I  mean  it!  That  is  just  what  he  is.  11c  seeks  to 
arrest  me  because  he  fears  me.  All  right.  I  submit.  Ar¬ 
rest  me  and  take  me  before  him.  It  will  give  mo  a 
chance  to  tell  him  what  a  scoundrel  he  is." 
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“By  Jove,  Hal !”  said  one  of  the  road  agents,  “de  ye  take 
a  close  look  at  that  feller.  I  believe  he’s  a  woman. ” 

This  declaration  created  a  sensation.  Senorita  Carmela’s 
eyes  snapped  tire. 

“You  fools !”  she  gritted.  “Don't  you  defile  me  with 
your  touch.” 

“We  are  bound  to  arrest  you,  madam.” 

“Don't  call  me  madam.” 

“Bah!  that's  what  you  are,”  declared  the  burly  fellow. 
“You  can't  fool  me  on  your  hands  and  your  narrow  shoul¬ 
ders.  What  are  ye  masquerading  this  way  for  ?” 

“For  vengeance!”  declared  Carmela,  defiantly.  “Are 
you  men  or  dogs  that  you  will  raise  your  hands  against  a 
woman  ?” 

At  this  there  was  silence. 

The  Yigilants  stepped  back. 

It  was  a  rough  crew,  but  in  the  Wild  West  there  is  a 
code  which  forbids  rough  usage  of  a  woman. 

“Egad,  Hal!”  exclaimed  the  leader  of  the  Vigilante. 
“Do  ye  think  Fernando  knows  of  this?  He  wouldn’t  ask 
us  to  hang  a  woman?” 

Carmela  stood  with  arms  folded  and  bosom  swelling, 
regarding  the  gang  in  defiance. 

“Yes,”  she  said,  scathingly,  “that  is  the  kind  of  a  man 
you  call  your  leader.  He  makes  war  upon  a  defenseless 
woman. 

“Listen,  and  I  will  tell  you  my  story;  and  if  your  ears 
do  not  burn  with  shame,  then  I  will  believe  you  worse  than 
dogs,  and  I  think  you  men  of  courage.  Jose  Fernando  is  a 
monster  in  crime. 

“I  seek  his  life.  Ares,  it  is  my  vendetta,  and  I  have 
sworn  to  avenge  the  wrongs  of  one  of  the  purest  and  noblest 
of  women,  my  own  sister. 

“Fernando  wrested  her,  by  stealth,  from  the  arms  of 
her  true  husband,  and  from  her  happy  home  and  carried 
her  away  to  a  loathsome  captivity  in  Mexico.  She  died 
there  in  a  horrible  manner. 

“Do  you  wonder  that  I  am  here  in  this  guise?  Do  you 
wonder  that  I  have  sworn  to  kill  the  monster?  Day  by 
day,  hour  by  hour,  I  have  tracked  him,  and  now  he  sets  his 
minions  upon  me  to  destroy  me.  If  you  are  men  you  will 
champion  a  woman’s  just  cause.  If  you  are  curs  and 
cowards  you  will  deliver  me  to  the  man  you  call  your  chief 
to  hang  me  to  the  nearest  tree.  I  await  my  fate.  What 

shall  it  be?”  , 

After  this  impassioned  speech,  Carmela  stood  with  folded 

arms  before  her  foes. 

Her  words  had  created  a  most  tremendous  sensation. 

The  rough  men  of  the  mines  are  easily  swayed  by  senti¬ 
ment. 

To  them  the  picture  so  vividly  presented  was  clear 
enough.  The  revulsion  was  swift  and  sure. 

Black  Bart  had  arisen  from  the  table  and  stepped  back 
into  the  throng.  The  Bradys  kept  an  eye  on  him. 

For  a  few  moments  there  was  silence.  Half  a  hundred 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  Carmela. 

Then  a  dull  murmur  went  up. 

It  was  the  awakening  of  chivalry  in  the  breasts  of  these 


rough  men.  Their  eyes  flashed  and  their  hands  stole  to 
their  pistol  butts. 

“We  don't  hang  women!” 

“We  ain’t  fightin’  that  way!” 

“If  Fernando  wants  to  carry  out  such  a  game  he  can’t 
do  it  hyar !” 

Threatening  gestures  accompanied  the  words.  Several 
of  the  miners  shouted: 

“Don’t  ye  fear,  leddy,  thar  ain’t  no  harm  goin’  to  come 
to  yer !” 

Carmela's  face  flushed,  with  a  pink  tint,  and  she  re¬ 
plied  : 

“Thank  you.  I  knew  there  were  true  men  in  this  room.” 

But  at  that  moment  the  crowd  parted.  Fernando’s  tall 
form  came  crushing  through. 

He  was  the  personification  of  fury. 

“What’s  this  !”  he  roared.  “What  are  my  orders?  Why 
don’t  you  take  the  impudent  fellow  out  and  hang  him?” 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  hush.  Then  a  sullen  rof 
went  up. 

The  fellow  named  Hal,  bowed  in  a  respectful  way. 

“I  reckon  you  don’t  know,  boss,  that  it’s  a  woman  and 
not  a  man.” 

Fernando’s  eyes  glittered. 

“A  woman?”  he  said,  icily.  “And  in  a  man’s  garb,  eh?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“An’  we  can’t  hang  no  woman!”  cried  a  man  in  the 
crowd. 

Fernando’s  olive  skin  paled. 

“Who  says  that?”  he  shouted,  hotly.  “When  she  puts 
on  male  attire  she  unsexes  herself.” 

“You  coward!”  said  Carmela,  taking  a  slow  step  for¬ 
ward.  “Do  you  pretend  not  to  know  me?” 

Fernando  glared  at  her. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  malevolently,  “I  know  you,  and  I  mean 
to  see  you  placed  where  you  can  hurl  no  more  threats  at 
me.” 

“But  that  you  will  never  do.  These  men  are  too  hon¬ 
orable  to  side  with  you  against  me.” 

“Curse  you!”  gritted  Fernando.  “You  have  dogged 
me  as  far  as  you  ever  will.  Death  to  you !” 

The  revolver  flashed  from  his  belt. 

Crack ! 

He  pulled  the  trigger,  but  Carmela  did  not  fall. 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

EVENTS  CULMINATE. 

A  long  arm  shot  out  of  the  crowd  and  struck  up  the 
villain’s  arm.  The  bullet  went  crashing  through  the 
glasses  on  the  bar. 

The  next  moment  Old  King  Brady,  with  flashing  eyes, 
confronted  him. 

“You  cur!”  ejaculated  the  old  detective.  “You  would 
shoot  a  helpless  woman.”  , 


THE  BRADYS  ANT)  THE  ROAD  AGENTS. 


26 


Fury  leaped  from  Fernando’s  greenish  eyes. 

“  You  !”  he  hissed.  “Who  are  you?  Get  out  of  my  way. 
I'll  have* you  skinned  alive  for  this!” 

“No,  you  won’t !”  said  the  old  detective,  sternly.  “Men, 
if  yoit  have  any  sense  of  honor,  help  me  to  stop  this  thing. 
Let  us  show  no  mercy  to  the  hound  who  wars  upon  women  !’’ 

A  roar  went  up  from  the  miners.  They  thronged  about 
the  villain.  He  was  thoroughly  cowed. 

The  revolver  was  replaced  and  he  changed  his  mien. 

“All  right,  lads,”  he  shouted,  “I  yield!  I'll  do  her  no 
harm.  I’d  never  trouble  her,  anyway,  but  she  dogs  my 
steps  and  seeks  my  life.” 

In  the  excitement,  Carmela  disappeared.  The  Bradys 
had  saved  her  life,  but  in  the  excitement  they  had  again 
lost  track  of  Black  Bart. 

Fernando  now  sought  to  turn  the  tide  of  sentiment 
which  had  set  so  strongly  against  him. 

He  made  a  brief  speech,  denying  that  he  meant  to  do 
Carmela  harm,  and  announcing  his  determination  to  dog 
Black  Bart  to  his  death. 

Then  he  called  all  up  to  the  bar  for  drinks. 

This  had  its  effect  upon  the  rough  crew  and  soon  good 
feeling  was  again  restored. 

But  the  Bradys  remained  in  the  background. 

They  quietly  watched  proceedings  and  made  their  de¬ 
ductions. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  to  do,  Harry,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Well?” 

“We  must  let  this  game  play  itself  out.” 

“I  am  of  your  opinion.” 

“It  is  a  case  of  dog  eat  dog.” 

“Yes.” 

“Neither  will  quit  until  the  other  is  dead.  Black  Bart 
will  never  leave  this  vicinity  while  Fernando  lives.” 

“And  vice  versa.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Then  our  game  is  to  wait  for  the  chance  which  will 
surely  come.  When  the  two  deadly  foes  have  exhausted 
themselves,  it  will  be  our  time  to  step  in.” 

“Just  so.” 

“And  the  game  should  be  easy.” 

“Yes,  but  in  the  meanwhile  we  must  be  discreet  and 
wait  in  patience.” 

“That  is  true.” 

The  affair  of  the  evening  created  a  sensation  in  Dead- 
wood. 

Black  Bart  was  not  without  his  faction,  and  partisanship 
ran  high.  It  was  hard  to  say  who  had  the  greatest  follow¬ 
ing. 

Almost  hourly  bloody  encounters  took  place  in  the  streets 
of  the  town. 

It  was  war  to  the  knife  between  the  road  agents  and  the 
so-called  Vigilants. 

Black  Bart  had  dropped  from  sight  and  was  never  seen. 

But  Fernando  strutted  about  the  streets  of  Deadwood, 
boldly,  and  made  many  boasts  and  threats. 


In  fact,  the  better  element  of  the  town  were  heartily 
sick  of  the  affair. 

They  would  have  welcomed  the  demise  of  both  ruffians, 
but  matters  were  bound  to  reach  a  crisis. 

Since  the  affair  in  the  barroom,  the  Bradys  had  seen 
nothing  of  Carmela. 

She  had  vanished  as  completely  as  if  swallowed  up  by 
the  earth.  But  the  detectives  were  not  surprised  at  this. 

It  was  natural  and  proper  that  she  should  lie  low  and 
wait  for  her  chance. 

That  she  had  abandoned  her  purpose  they  did  not  for  a 
moment  believe. 

Fernando  had  held  forth  the  belief  that  Black  Bart’s 
stronghold  in  the  hills  was  absolutely  wiped  out  and  that 
an  end  had  been  put  to  his  road  agent  career. 

But  the  next  evening  a  large  crowd  was  gathered  at  the 
Deadwood  Hotel,  waiting  for  the  stage  to  come  in. 

It  did  not  appear. 

Two  hours  later  a  man  rode  into  town  with  the  report 
that  Bill  Buxton  had  been  held  up  the  other  side  of  Dug 
City,  and  that  all  the  passengers  had  been  robbed  and  the 
stage  horses  shot. 

A  tremendous  furore  was  the  result.  The  people  of 
Deadwood,  long  suffering,  now  arose  in  a  body. 

A  mass-meeting  was  held  and  a  demand  was  made  upon 
the  Vigilants  that  Black  Bart  be  captured. 

Once  again  Fernando  posed  as  the  champion  of  right. 

It  was  a  strange  anomaly  that  this  man,  once  known  as 
Red  Miguel,  the  worst  brigand  in  Mexico,  should  assume 
such  a  role. 

But  a  leader  was  needed,  and,  in  the  mines,  one’s  ante¬ 
cedents  or  past  history  is  never  questioned. 

This  time  he  was  not  obliged  to  pay  a  bonus  of  one 
hundred  dollars  per  man. 

He  had  more  volunteers  than  he  could  handle.  Thus 
matters  were  when  the  next  morning  after  the  stage  rob¬ 
bery  a  notice  was  found  on  the  door  of  the  Deadwood  Hotel. 

It  created  a  sensation. 

Thus  it  read:  ' 

“To  the  good  citizens  of  Deadwood: 

“Fair  warning!  Let  your  eyes  be  opened  to  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  man  Fernando,  who  seeks  to  blind  you  and 
lead  you  to  utter  ruin.  This  villain  was  for  many  vears 
known  as  Red  Miguel,  in  the  Southwest,  and  there  is  a 
price  on  his  head.  He  is  an  utter  thief,  and,  unlike  Black 
Bart,  will  take  an  honest  man’s  last  penny.  Beware  of 
Red  Miguel !  Signed, 

“A  Road  Age^t.” 

Of  course,  this  was  read  and  discussed  with  interest 
bv  all. 

It  was  useless  to  deny  that  there  was  a  lanm  element 
in  Deadwood  which  was  distrustful  of  Fernando. 

But  the  majority  ruled,  and  were  inclined  to  allow  the 
Mexican  to  lead.  So  the  expedition  against  Black  Bart 
was  once  more  fitted  out. 

The  Bradys  remained  neutral. 
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v  They  kept  quiet  and  waited  their  chance.  It  was  not 
long  in  coming. 

o  c 

For  a  week  the  men  under  Fernando  scoured  the  hills 
about  Deadwood  and  Dug  City. 

But  they  failed  to  lind  even  the  slightest  trace  of  Black 
Bart. 

The  road  agent  chief  was  as  elusive  as  could  be  imagined, 
and  easily  kept  out  of  reach. 

Baffled  and  enraged  beyond  measure,  Fernando  kept  on. 

He  pursued  his  aimless  quest  far  to  the  north.  While  in 
that  locality  the  southern  stages  were  held  up  and  robbed 
in  the  same  old  way. 

This  proved  that  Black  Bart  had  sent  his  foes  off  on  a 
wild-goose  chase,  while  he  was  quietly  pursuing  his  avoca¬ 
tion  without  the  slightest  fear. 

And  he  even  appeared  in  Deadwood,  as  the  detectives 
learned,  while  Fernando,  baffled  and  angry,  was  fifty  miles 
away. 

Two  days  later,  defeated  and  chagrined,  Fernando  rode 
into  Deadwood. 

He  was  exhausted  with  his  long  ride,  and  went  at  once 
to  the  Deadwood  Hotel  and  to  bed. 

The  Bradys  were  still  quietly  waiting  developments.  Thus 
far  it  looked  as  if  Black  Bart  had  the  upper  hand. 

And  that  night  witnessed  the  most  daring  coup-de-main 
ever  attempted  in  the  annals  of  the  lawless  frontier  town. 

The  Yigilants,  exhausted  from  their  long  ride,  were 
glad  enough  to  seek  rest.  It  was  usually  quiet  in  the 
town.  The  barroom  of  the  hotel  was  almost  deserted  just 
after  midnight. 

Suddenly  there  was  the  clatter  of  hoofs  outside. 

A  half  hundred  armed  men  had  ridden  into  the  town 
and  surrounded  the  hotel.  The  Bradys,  seated  at  a  table 
in  the  barroom,  were  astounded  when  a  score  of  these 
masked  men  rushed  in. 

The  bartender  and  all  in  the  place  threw  up  their  hands. 

/ 

The  place  was  captured. 

“We  want  Fernando!”  said  the  leader,  in  peremptory 
tones.  “Give  us  his  room  number,  and  no  trifling.” 

“Forty-eight,  on  the  next  floor,”  replied  the  bartender, 
quickly. 

Up  the  stairs  sprang  the  armed  crew.  There  had  been 
no  time  to  spring  the  alarm.  The  attack  was  sudden. 

The  attacking  road  agents  did  not  wait  for  ceremony,  but 
threw  themselves  against  Fernando’s  door. 

It  went  crashing  in. 

The  Mexican  bandit,  roused  from  a  deep  slumber,  had 
no  time  to  collect  his  senses  ere  he  was  a  prisoner. 

Dragged  from  his  bed  he  was  not  even  given  time  to 
dress,  but  was  hauled  down  the  stairs,  into  the  street  and 
tied  upon  a  horse. 

Then  his  captors  went  madly  galloping  away,  with 

Fernando  in  their  midst.  \ 

Like  wildfire,  the  report  spread,  but  it  was  too  late. 

The  town  turned  out  en  masse  in  the  pursuit,  but  they 
might  as  well  have  saved  their  pains. 

The  road  agent3  were  beyond  pursuit. 


Black  Bart  had  made  the  boldest  stroke  of  all,  and  was 
the  victor. 

It  was  a  most  astounding  piece  of  work,  and  could  hardly 
be  understood  by  the  people  of  Deadwood. 

Fernando  had  reached  the  end  of  his  career.  It  was 
not  for  a  moment  believed  that  Black  Baft  would  spare 
his  life. 

The  detectives  were  as  much  surprised  as  anybody. 

Old  King  Brady  aroused  himself. 

“This  is  enough,  Harry,”  he  said.  “We  have  got  to  do 
some  extraordinary  work.” 

“Well?” 

“That  Black  Bart  is  no  ordinary  man.  He  is  head  and 
shoulders  above  any  criminal  we  have  tackled  yet.” 

“I  believe  you.” 

“If  we  are  to  get  the  best  of  him  we  must  get  to  work. 
Our  best  efforts  are  needed.”  » 

The  old  detective  briefly  outlined  his  plans. 

He  proposed  to  boldly  invade  the  camp  of  the  road  agents 
and  trust  all  to  a  coup  as  daring  and  as  risky  as  that  em¬ 
ployed  by  Black  Bart  himself. 

“It  is  make  or  break,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“And  we  must  win.” 

“We  will  win!” 

“I  hope  so.” 

“Black  Bart  will  be  so  exultant  at  his  victory  over  Fer¬ 
nando  that  he  will  forget  all  about  us.  AH  depends  upon 
getting  him  off  his  guard.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  here  goes !” 

That  night  the  Bradys  crept  out  of  Deadwood.  Midnight 
found  them  far  in  the  fastness  of  the  hills. 

They  were  much  in  earnest.  How  well  they  succeeded 
we  shall  see  in  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

VICTORY  AT  LAST. 

The  Bradys  had  no  clew  to  guide  them.  They  went 
blindly  into  the  hills. 

It  may  therefore  be  said  that  chance  favored  them  in 
the  work  of  the  next  twenty-four  hours. 

In  the  darkness  it  was  not  easy  to  recognize  localities, 
but  just  before  midnight  they  concluded  that  they  were  in 
the  vicinity  of  Black  Bart’s  old  stronghold. 

Then  they  came  upon  a  train  of  most  startling  incidents. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  paused. 

“Sh!  Do  you  hear  anything,  Harry?”  he  asked. 

The  young  detective  listened. 

“Something.  Man  or  animal  is  creeping  down  the 
mountain  side,”  he  whispered. 

“It  may  be  a  bear.” 

“By  the  breathing  I  should  say,  man  or  beast,  it  is  ex¬ 
hausted.” 

This  seemed  true,  for  the  sound  of  labored  breathing 


28  THE  BRADYS  AND 


could  be  plainly  heard.  The  next  moment  the  Bradys 
crouched  low  on  the  ground. 

Above  them,  and  outlined  against  the  sky,  they  saw 
the  cause  of  their  apprehensions.  It  was  the  crouching 
figure  of  a  man. 

Nearer  he  crept  to  where  the  Bradys  were.  Then  in  the 
dim  light  they  were  able  to  see  that  he  was  half  naked,  and 
apparently  in  great  pain  and  distress. 

But  he  evidently  believed  himself  for  the  moment  safe, 
for  he  crouched  down,  and,  tearing  a  strip  from  his  tattered 
clothing,  proceeded  to  bind  up  a  wound  on  his  arm. 

In  fact,  he  seemed  so  wreak  and  exhausted  that  he  was 
hardly  able  to  travel  further.  Presently  he  lay  flat  on  the 
ground,  with  his  face  to  the  sky. 

The  Bradys  were  puzzled  as  wrell  as  deeply  interested. 

Who  could  the  fugitive  be? 

Was  it  some  traveler  who  had  escaped  from  the  road 
agents  and  had  ran  on  until  overcome  ? 

Just  as  Old  King  Brady  had  half  resolved  to  make  him¬ 
self  known  to  the  fugitive,  a  startling  thing  occurred. 

There  was  a  movement  in  the  bushes  beside  the  detectives. 

They  flattened  themselves  and  kept  deadly  quiet.  Then 
they  saw  a  lithe  figure  flit  past  and  straight  toward  the 
fugitive.  f 

Before  the  detectives  could  make  further  move,  they 
saw  this  lithe  figure  hurl  itself  upon  the  other. 

There  was  a  clash  of  steel,  a  muttered  curse,  panting 
gasps,  and  then  both  figures  rose  and  fell  in  deadly  struggle. 
But  not  a  word  was  spoken. 

Old  King  Brady  started  up. 

“Hold  on,  Harry/’  he  ejaculated,  “we  must  see  about 
this !” 

The  two  detectives  sprang  forward,  but  they  were  too 
late. 

Not  ten  feet  away  was  a  precipice,  full  fifty  feet  deep. 

Before  they  could  reach  the  two  struggling  figures,  they 
reached  the  edge,  tottered  for  a  moment  and  went  over  and 
down  to  their  fate. 

There  was  a  crashing  of  shrubbery,  a  thud,  and  all  was 
still. 

The  two  detectives  stood  aghast  in  the  dim  light. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Harry,  “that  is  their  end.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  the  deuce  was  it  all  about?  Who  are  they?” 

“That  is  for  us  to  discover.” 

“All  right.” 

The  detectives  sought  a  way  to  the  bottom  of  the  preci¬ 
pice.  They  succeeded  after  a  hard  climb. 

Old  King  Brady  had  a  pocket-lantern  which  now  came 
into  play. 

He  lit  it  and  flashed  its  rays  about.  It  was  not  long 
before  they  came  upon  the  objects  they  sought. 

Right  at  the  foot  of  the  precipice  lay  two  human  figures. 
One  was  tall  and  powerful,  the  other  slight  and  lithe. 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  the  light  in  their  dead  faces. 

He  gave  a  gasp. 

“Jose  Fernando!”  he  cried. 

It  was  the  Mexican  outlaw. 
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One  glance  at  the  other  was  enough.  The  detectives 
already  guessed  the  truth. 

Clinging  with  a  death  clutch  to  the  villain’s  throat,  was 
Carmela.  Her  right  hand  held  a  jewelled  dagger,  which 
was  plunged  to  the  hilt  in  her  hated  foe’s  heart. 

Her  vendetta  was  ended. 

The  mission  of  her  life  was  attained.  The  fate  of  her 
sister  was  avenged.  She  had  kept  her  word. 

Silently  the  detectives  gazed  upon  the  terrible  spectacle. 
Then  Old  King  Brady  closed  the  slide  of  his  lantern. 

“One  chapter  of  this  case  is  finished,”  he  said.  “Justice 
is  cheated.” 

“But  vengeance  is  gained.” 

“Yes.” 

“How  on  earth  did  Fernando  escape,  though?” 

“It  is  easy  enough  to  guess  that.  But  how  did  it  happen 
that  his  female  nemesis  was  so  close  upon  his  trail?” 

This  question  was  answered  later  by  one  of  Black  Bart’s 
band. 

Carmela  herself  had  planned  the  villain’s  escape,  and 
then  trailed  him  that  she  might  make  sure  of  vengeance. 

For  he  had  been  doomed  by  Black  Bart  to  be  shot  at 
dawn. 

But  the  detectives  suddenly  became  aware  of  the  awful 
peril  to  which  they  were  exposed. 

There  was  a  distant  report  and  the  ping  of  a  bullet 
against  the  cliff.  Instantly  Old  King  Brady  turned  out 
his  lantern. 

“Whew  !”  he  exclaimed.  “It  is  getting  hot  here,  Harry.” 

“We  have  been  spotted  by  some  sentry  of  the  road 
agents.” 

“Let  us  get  out  of  here.” 

“You  bet!” 

Without  ceremony  the  detectives  proceeded  to  climb  the 
cliff,  but  they  were  unable  to  go  far. 

They  were  obliged  to  seek  refuge  in  a  cleft  just  above. 
The  woods  seemed  full  of  foes. 

Voices  and  footsteps  were  heard  in  all  directions.  A 
swarm  of  the  road  agents  came  down  the  mountain. 

Curses  and  cries  of  command  were  heard.  Among  them 
was  the  stern  voice  of  Black  Bart. 

“  Where  is  the  man  who  saw  the  light  ?”  he  cried.  “  There 
must  be  no  trifling.” 

“Here,  sir.” 

“Tell  us  just  where.” 

“It’s  dark,  boss,  and  I  can’t  jest  see.  If  we  had  a  light.” 

“Bring  a  lantern.” 

The  next  moment  light  flashed  upon  the  scene.  From 
their  position  the  Bradys  saw  a  motley  gang  of  road 
agents  below. 

They  gave  a  sudden  yell  of  discovery.  Then  there  was 
a  hush. 

Black  Bart  bent  down  over  the  dead  forms  at  the  Rase 
of  the  cliff.  For  a  full  moment  he  stared,  aghast. 

Then  he  ejaculated : 

“Retribution!  I  am  cheated  out  of  my  vengeance.” 

Exclamations  now  went  up,  but  Black  Bart  raised  his 
hand.  * 
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“Silence!"  he  said,  sternly.  “Take  the  woman  up  care¬ 
fully.  Let  the  other  carcass  stay  here  for  the  buzzards !” 

Strong  hands  lifted  the  light  figure  of  the  Senorita 
Oarmela.  Then  she  was  carried  away. 

In  a  short  while  the  place  was  deserted  by  the  road 
agents.  However,  the  Bradys  did  not  venture  to  emerge 
from  their  concealment. 

They  judged  it  better  to  be  on  the  safe  side.  They  re¬ 
mained  in  the  cleft  for  hours. 

It  was  daylight  when  they  finally  ventured  down.  To 
tell  the  truth  they  were  somewhat  discouraged  with  the 
night's  work. 

“It  don't  look  to  me  as  if  we  were  any  nearer  capturing 
our  bird  than  in  the  first  place,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“That  is  so.” 

“What  shall  we  do?” 

“We  have  got  to  stick  to  it.  I  see  no  other  way.” 

Thus  th§^  philosophized.  They  little  realized  that  before 
nightfall  victory  was  to  be  theirs. 

For  after  wandering  about  through  the  mountain  passes 
for  hours,  Old  King  Brady  suddenly  whispered : 

“I  hear  hoof-beats.  Some  horseman  is  coming  this 
way !” 

In  an  instant  the  detectives  crept  behind  a  ledge  of  rock. 
The  next  moment  the  figures  of  two  horsemen  were  seen 
coming  up  the  gorge. 

At  sight  of  the  foremost,  both  detectives  gave  a  mighty 

start. 

“Eureka!”  gasped  Harry.  “It  is  Black  Bart  himself!” 

“And  attended  by  only  one  man.” 

The  Bradys  exchanged  glances.  Was  it  possible  that 
their  chance  had  come  at  last  ? 

Their  own  horses  were  hidden  at  the  base  of  the  moun¬ 
tain.  If  they  could  only  capture  the  outlaw  chief  now, 
bind  him  to  his  horse  and  ride  away — they  might  do  it. 

They  listened  intently  to  make  sure  there  were  no  other 
outlaws  near. 

It  -was  a  great  risk. 


To  win  meant  much.  To  fail  meant  ruin  and  death. 
For  aught  they  knew  every  rock  and  bush  secreted  a  road 
agent. 

But  to  hesitate  was  to  lose.  Old  King  Brady  made  the 
signal. 

The  next  moment  Black  Bart  was  opposite  them.  He 
was  apparently  preoccupied  in  thought  and  did  not  at 
first  see  the  two  detectives  as  they  leaped  forward. 

“Hands  up,  or  you  die!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady, 
grasping  the  bridle  rein.  Harry  fired  at  the  other,  who 
put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  fled. 

Deadly  revolvers  covered  the  road  agent  chief.  He  could 
not  move. 

The  Bradys  surely  had  Black  Bart  this  time,  and  the 
noted  road  agent,  fully  realizing  this  fact,  made  no  resist¬ 
ance.  His  companion  made  good  his  escape. 

“Curse  you  !”  gritted  the  villain.  “You  are  taking 
chances.  You  can  never  get  me  out  of  the  country.” 

“We  will  see,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly,  as  he 
handcuffed  and  bound  the  outlaw  chief  to  his  horse. 

No  time  was  to  be  lost. 

The  escaping  road  agent  would  spread  the  alarm  and 
pursuit  would  be  certain.  So  the  Bradys  hurried  their 
prisoner  down  the  mountain  side. 

Here  they  had  their  own  horses  in  waiting.  To  mount 
and  ride  away  was  but  a  moment’s  work. 

The  Bradys  never  forgot  that  fearful  chase.  For  over 
a  hundred  miles  the  road  agents  pursued  them. 

But  luck  was  with  the  detectives.  They  finally  reached 
Sioux  City.  The  rest  was  easy. 

One  morning  they  landed  their  man  in  New  York  City 
and  reported  to  the  chief.  It  was  a  great  victory  for  the 
Bradys. 

Sims,  or  Black  Bart,  the  road  agent,  was  tried,  found 
guilty  of  murder  and  paid  the  penalty  of  the  law.  This 
ended  the  case,  but  not  the  duties  of  the  Bradys. 

For  the  chief  at  once  furnished  them  with  another  case 
even  more  difficult  and  exciting,  of  which  we  hope  to  write 
later. 
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89  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck ;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

90  Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril  ,  or,  His  Narrow  Escape  from  Ruin. 

91  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Ride ;  or,  Saving  Dick  Duncan’s  Life. 

92  Fred  Fearnot's  Long  Chase  ;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

93  Fred  Fearnot’s  Last  Sffiot.  and  How  It  Saved  a  Life. 

94  Fred  Fearnot’s  Common  Sense  ;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of  Trouble. 

95  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott’s  Fortune. 

96  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan  :  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of  Sulu. 

97  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue;  or,  Winning  an  Angry  Mob. 

98  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strategy  ;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Joke  ;  or.  Worrying  Dick  and  Terry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle  ;  or,  Holding  His  Own  Against  Odds. 

101  Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand  ;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

102  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

103  Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

104  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager  ;  or,  Dowming  a  Brutal  Spo-rt. 

105  Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons  :  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island. 

106  Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

107  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  ;  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson.  \ 

108  Fred  Fearnot  as  “The  Judge  ;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

109  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or,  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

110  Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

111  Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or,  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

112  Fred  Fearnot’s  Round  Up  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

113  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

114  Fred  Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve  ;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to  the  Boys. 

115  Fred  Fearnot’s  Way  ;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

116  Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix;  or,  The  Blackmailer’s  Game. 

117  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster;”  or,  A  Great  Time  in  the 

Wild  West. 

118  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot ;  or,  Evelyn's  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm  ;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot ;”  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker;  or,  A  Schemer’s  Trap  to  Ruin  Him. 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat ;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

124  Fred  Fearnot’s  Iron  Will ;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered  ;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Frfed  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or.  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

128  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lawyer;  or.  Young  Billy  Dedham’s  Case. 

129  Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point;  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers. 

130  Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society;  or.  The  Knights  of  the  Black  Ring. 

131  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gambler;  or.  The  Trouble  on  the  Lake  Front. 

13  2  Fred  Fearnot’s  Challenge;  or,  King  of  the  Diamond  Field. 

133  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Game;  or,  The  Hard  Work  That  Won. 

13  4  Fred  Fearsot  in  Atlanta;  or.  The  Black  Fiend  of  Dafktown. 

135  Fred  Fearnot’s  Open  Hand;  or,  How  He  Helped  a  Friend. 

136  Fred  Fearnot  in  Debate;  or,  The  Warmest  Member  of  the  House. 

13  7  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Plea;  or,  His  Defence  of  the  “  Moneyless  Man.” 

138  Fred  Fearnot  at  Princeton;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Champions. 

139  Fred  Fearnot’s  Circus;  or,  High  Old  Time  at  New  Era. 

1  4  0  Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp  Hunt;  or.  The  White  Deer  of  the  Adirondacks. 

141  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Guide;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mountain. 

142  Fred  Fearnot’s  County  Fair;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Fakirs. 
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CONTAINS  ALL  SORTS  OF  STORIES.  EVERT  STORY  COMPLETE. 

32  PAGES.  BEAUTIFULLY  COLORED  COVERS.  PRICE  5  CERTS. 

LATEST  ISSUES: 


72  The  Boy  Silver  King ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Two  Lives, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

73  The  Floating  School ;  or,  Dr.  Blrcham's  Bad  Boys’  Academy, 

by  Howard  Austin 

74  Frank  Fair  in  Congress ;  or,  A  Boy  Among  Our  Lawmakers, 

by  Hal  Standish 

75  Dunning  &  Cu.,  the  Boy  Brokers,  by  a  Retired  Broker 

76  The  Rocket;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Air,  by  Allyn  Draper 

77  The  First  Gians ;  or,  The  Woes  of  Wine,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

78  W.il,  the  Wha.er,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

70  The  Demon  of  the  Desert,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

80  Captain  Lucifer ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Slave  Ship, 

by  Howard  Austin 

81  Nat  o’  the  Night,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

82  The  Search  for  the  Sunken  Ship,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

83  Dick  Duncan  ;  or,  The  Blight  of  the  Bowl,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

84  Daring  Dan,  the  Pride  of  the  Pedee,  by  General  Jas.  A.  Gordon 

85  The  Iron  Spirit ;  or.  The  Mysteries  of  the  Plains, 

by  an  Old  Scout 

86  Roily  Rock  ;  or,  Chasing  the  Mountain  Bandits,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

87  Five  Years  in  the  Grassy  Sea,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

88  The  Mysterious  Cave,  by  Allyn  Draper 

89  The  Fly-by-Nights ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Riders  of  the  Revo¬ 

lution,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

90  The  Golden  Idol,  by  Howard  Austin 

91  The  Red  House ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Dead  Man’s  Bluff, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

92  The  Discarded  Son  ;  or,  The  Curse  of  Drink,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

93  General  Crook’s  Boy  Scout ;  or,  Beyond  the  Sierra  Madres, 

by  an  Old  Scout 

94  The  Bullet  Charmer.  A  Story  of  the  American  Revolution, 

by  Berton  Bertrew 

95  On  a  Floating  Wreck ;  or,  Drifting  Around  the  World, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

96  The  French  Wolves.  by  Allyn  Draper 

97  A  Desperate  Game  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Dion  Travers’  Life, 

by  Howard  Austin 

98  The  Young  King :  or,  Dick  Dunn  in  Search  of  His  Brother, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

99  Joe  Jeckel.  The  Prince  of  Firemen,  by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

300  The  Boy  Railroad  King;  or,  Fighting  for  a  Fortune, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

301  Frozen  In;  or,  An  American  Boy’s  Luck,  by  Howard  Austin 

302  Toney,  the  Boy  Clown  ;  or,  Across  the  Continent  With  a 

Circus,  by  Berton  Bertrew 

303  His  First  Drink  ;  or,  Wrecked  by  Wine,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

104  The  Little  Captain  ;  or,  The  Island  of  Gold, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

305  The  Merman  of  Killarney ;  or,  The  Outlaw  of  the  Lake, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

106  In  the  Ice.  A  Story  of  the  Arctic  Regions,  by  Howard  Austin 

107  Arnold’s  Shadow  ,  or.  The  Traitor’s  Nemesis, 

by  General  Jas.  A.  Gordon 

108  The  Broken  Pledge ;  or,  Downward,  Step  by  Step, 

by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

109  Old  Disaster;  or,  The  Perils  of  the  Pioneers,  by  an  Old  Scout 

110  The  Haunted  Mansion.  A  tale  of  Mystery,  by  Allyn  Draper 

111  No.  6  ;  or,  The  Young  Firemen  of  Carbondale, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

112  Deserted ;  or,  Thrilling  Adventures  in  the  Frozen  North, 

by  Howard  Austin 

113  A  Glass  of  Wine;  or,  Ruined  by  a  Social  Club,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

114  The  Three  Doors ;  or,  Half  a  Million  in  Gold,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

115  The  Deep  Sea  Treasure  ;  or,  Adventures  Afloat  and  Ashore, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

116  Mustang  Matt,  The  Prince  of  Cowboys,  by  an  Old  Scout 

117  The  Wild  Bull  of  Kerry  ;  or,  A  Battle  for  Life,  by  Allyn  Draper 

118  The  Scarlet  Shroud;  or,  The  Fate  of  the  Five,  by  Howard  Austin 

119  Brake  and  Throttle ;  or,  A  Boy  Engineer’s  Luck, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

120  Two  Old  Coin* ;  or,  Found  in  the  Elephant  Cave, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

121  The  Boy  Courier  of  Siberia;  or,  The  League  of  the  Russian 

Prison  Mines,  by  Allan  Arnold 

322  The  Secret  of  Page  99  ;  or,  An  Old  Book  Cover,  by  Allyn  Draper 
123  Resolute  No.  10 ;  or,  The  Boy  Fire  Company  of  Fulton, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 


124  The  Boy  Scouts  of  the  Susquehanna  ;  or,  The  Young  Heroes 

of  the  Wyoming  Valley,  by  an  Old  Scout 

125  The  Boy  Banker;  or,  From  a  Cent  to  a  Million, 

by  H.  K.  Shackleford 

1^6  Shore  Line  Sam.  the  Young  Southern  Engineer;  or,  Rail¬ 
roading  in  War  Times,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

127  On  the  Brink;  or,  The  Perils  of  Social  Drinking,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

128  The  l.°.th  of  October,  1863,  by  Allyn  Draper 

129  Through  an  Unknown  Land  ;  or,  The  Boy  Canoeist  of  the 

Quanza,  by  Allan  Arnold 

130  The  Blue  Door.  A  Romance  of  Mystery, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

131  Running  with  No.  6;  or,  The  Boy  Firemen  of  Franklin, 

by  Ex  Fire  Chief  Warden 

132  Little  Red  Cloud,  The  Boy  Indian  Chief,  by  an  Old  Scout 

133  Safety-Valve  Steve;  or,  The  Boy  Engineer  of  the  R.  H.  & 

W.,  bv  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

134  The  Drunkard’s  Victim,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

135  Abandoned ;  or,  The  Wolf  Man  of  the  Island, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

13G  The  Two  Schools  at  Oakdale ;  or,  The  Rival  Students  of 

Corrina  Lake,  by  Allyn  Draper 

137  The  Farmer’s  Son;  or,  A  Young  Clerk’s  Downfall.  A  Story 

of  Country  and  City  Life,  by  Howard  Austin 

138  The  Old  Stone  Jug  ;  or.  Wine,  Cards  and  Ruin,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

139  Jack  Wright  and  His  Deep  Sea  Monitor ;  or,  Searching  for  a 

Ton  of  Gold,  by  “Noname” 

140  The  Richest  Boy  in  the  World;  or,  The  Wonderful  Adven¬ 

tures  of  a  Young  American,  by  Allyn  Draper 

141  The  Haunted  Lake.  A  Strange  Story,  by  Allyn  Draper 

142  In  the  Frozen  North  ;  or,  Ten  Years  in  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

143  Around  the  World  on  a  Bicycle.  A  Story  of  Adventures  in 

Many  Lands,  by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

144  Young  Captain  Rock ;  or.  The  First  of  the  White  Boys, 

by  Allyn  Draper 

145  A  Sheet  of  Blotting  Paper ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 

Inventor,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

146  The  Diamond  Island  ;  or,  Astray  in  a  Balloon,  by  Allan  Arnold 

147  In  the  Saddle  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco,  by  Allyn  Draper 

148  The  Haunted  Mill  on  the  Marsh,  by  Howard  Austin 

149  The  Young  Crusader.  A  True  Temperance  Story,  by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

150  The  Island  of  Fire ;  or.  The  Fate  of  a  Missing  Ship, 

by  Allan  Arnold 

151  The  Witch  Hunter’s  Ward ;  or,  The  Hunted  Orphans  of  Salem, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

152  The  Castaway’s  Kingdom  ;  or,  A  Yankee  Sailor  Boy’s  Pluck, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

153  Worth  a  Million  ;  or,  A  Boy’s  Fight  for  Justice,  by  Allyn  Draper 

154  The  Drunkard’s  Warning ;  or,  The  Fruits  of  the  Wine  Cup, 

by  Jno.  B.  Dowd 

155  The  Black  Diver  ;  or,  Dick  Sherman  in  the  Gulf.  by  Allan  Arnold 

156  The  Haunted  Belfry  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  Old  Church 

Tower,  by  Howard  Austin 

157  The  House  with  Three  Windows,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

158  Three  Old  Men  of  the  Sea  ;  or,  The  Boys  of  Grey 

Rock  Beach,  by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

359  3,000  Years  Old;  or,  The  Lost  Gold  Mine  of  the  Hatchepee 

Hills,  by  Allyn  Draper 

160  Lost  in  the  Ice,  by  Howard  Austin 

161  The  Yellow  Diamond ;  or,  Groping  in  the  Dark, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

162  The  Land  of  Gold  ;  or,  Yankee  Jack’s  Adventures  in  Early 

Australia,  by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

163  On  the  Plains  with  Buffalo  Bill ;  or,  Two  Years  in  the  Wild 

West,  by  An  Old  Scout 

164  The  Cavern  of  Fire  ;  or,  The  Thrilling  Adventures  of  Professor 

Hardcastle  and  Jack  Merton,  by  Allyn  Draper 

165  Water-Logged  ;  or,  Lost  in  the  Sea  of  Grass, 

by  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson 

166  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor ;  or,  Exploring  Central  Asia 

in  His  Magnetic  “Hurricane,”  by  “Noname” 

167  Lot  77  ;  or,  Sold  to  the  Highest  Bidder, 

by  Richard  R.  Montgomery 

168  The  Boy  Canoeist ;  or,  Over  1,000  Miles  in  a  Canoe, 

by  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

169  Captain  Kidd,  Jr. ;  or,  The  Treasure  Hunters  of  Long 

Island,  by  Allan  Arnold 

170  The  Red  Leather  Bag.  A  Weird  Story  of  Land  and  Sea, 

by  Howard  Austin 
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THE  STAGE. 

So.  II.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YOUK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
ROOK.  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
t.  <*>t  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  m.nstreis  is  complete  without 
' wonderful  little  hook. 

v.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YOUK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Cuntaiiung  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
am!  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  T1IE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  (H  IDE 
AND  JOKE  ROOK. —  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
ganiztng  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  05.  MULIIOON’S  JOKES.- — Th  is  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  hooks  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit.  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  hoy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copv  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage:  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager.  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  now  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 


or  country,  and 
flowers  at  home 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW 
on  cooking  ever 


TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
flsh,  game  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE.— It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  T rebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bv  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fullv  illustrated. 

'No.  (57.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  hook  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  -suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  hook  published. 

No".  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY’  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
hook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  IIOW’  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  ' all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
anfl  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY’  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-five,  Rounce.  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.- — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 


dred  interesting 
complete  book. 


puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same. 
Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER —Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different,  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  froa* 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mo«l 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  baefc 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  IIOW’  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  hook.  Besides  the  various  methods  or 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  ie 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  he  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  IIOW’  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsom* 
little  hook  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parti©#, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW’  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  lie  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

.  No.  17.  IIOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  IS.  IIOW’  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


No. 


BIRDS  AMD  ANIMALS. 

HOW’  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  ar.4 


containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of 
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!  drd,  bobolink.  blaclfifird^jjSfcjoquet.  parrot,  etc 
TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY.  PIGEONS 
iseful  and  instructive  hook.')  Handsomely 
Dr  of  raw. 

TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS,— Including  hin*; 
moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds, 
skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 


No.  13. 
is  a  great 
all  about. 

qijerte  of 


ETIQUETTE. 

IIOW’  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETI QUETTE. — 1 1 
life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
There's  happiness  in  it. 

HOW’  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  halls,  the  theatre,  church 
and  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

—  t'orta filing  the  most  popular  selections  iri  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dialect.  French  dialect.  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
Wifi,  many  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OK 
Address  FRANK  TOUSFY,  Publisher,  24 


TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  vahi-. 
r  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mount; tic) 
irds,  animals  and  insects. 

TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  r an¬ 
as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping’, 
and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets:  also  giving  full 
making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty- 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  hook  of  the  k.iis 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  a txi 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloon-si. 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  IIOW’  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  handbook  f*# 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19,  FRANK  TOUSEY'S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  th« 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  &&*! 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hadk 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handv  books  published. 

No.  38.  IIOW’  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OW’N  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  hook,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  tb« 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  I’ecipes  for  general  ccnr- 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW’  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS. — Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  IIOW’  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brad?, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  lie  lays  down  some  valuab.-s 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  IIOW7  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER  —  Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  oth«e 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W\  De  W„ 
Abney. 

No.  62.  IIOW’  TO  BECOME  A  W’EST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  fuil  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations.  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  hoy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens.  authoe 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  (in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  t lie  Annapolis  NavaS 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become- an  officer  i<u 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens, 

W7est  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

3  FOR  25  CENTS. 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

Held  at  Hay  :  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Hatiling  Case. 

Miss  Mystery,  the  Girl  from  Chicago;  or,  Old  and  \ouug  King 
Hrady  on  a  Dark  Trail.  . 

The  Hradys’  Deep  Game;  or.  Chasing  the  Society  Crooks, 
llop  Lee,  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Grady 
and  the  Opium  Fiends 
The  Hradys  in  the  Dark 
The  Queen  of  Diamonds 
1’he  Hradys  on  Top  ;  or, 

The  Miss  info  Engineer  ; 

High  t  n  iua&flfixpress. 

The  Bradys®  Fight  For 
The  Bradys'  Best  Case  ; 

The  Foot  in  the  Frog 
Mystery  of  the  Owl 
The  " 


;  or,  The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

or,  The  Two  King  Bradys'  Treasure  Case. 
The  Great  River  Mystery, 
or,  Old  and  Young  King  Hrady 


and  the 


Hard  to  Solve. 
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King  Hrady 
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a  Life  :  or.  A  Mystery 
or,  Tracking  the  River 
;  or,  Old  and  Young 
Train. 

Hradys’  Hard  Luck;  or.  Working  Against  Odds 
Hradys  Rallied  ;  or.  In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 

Opium  King  ;  or,  The  Hradys’  Great  Chinatown  Case. 

Hradys  in  Mall  Street:  or,  A  Plot  to  Steal  a  Million. 

Girl  From  Roston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Lrady  on  a  l  eculiai 

1  <ISC 

The  Hradys  and  the  Shoplifters ;  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 
Case.  ^ 

Zig  Zag  the  Clown  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Great  Circus  Trail. 

The  Bradvs  Out  West ;  or,  IV inning  a  Hard  Case. 

After  the  lviduappers  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  f  alse  C  lue. 

Old  and  Young  King  Hradys'  Hattie  ;  or.  Hound  to  \\  in 
The  Bradvs’  Race  Track  Job  ;  or,  Crooked  Work  Among 
Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or.  The  Hradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery. 

The  Hradys  in  Chicago;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  front. 
Hradys'  Great  Mistake  :  or.  Shadowing  the  M  rong  Man. 

Hradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  ;  or.  Working  for  the  Government. 
Bradys  Down  South;  or,  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 
House  in  the  Swamp  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Keenest  Work. 


Their  Case. 
Jockeys. 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


Knock-out-Drops  Gang  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 
Bradys'  Close  Shave;  or,  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

Hradys’  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

Bradys  in  'Frisco  ;  or.  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt. 

Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves ;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
Marked  “Paid.” 

The  Bradys'  Hot  Chase;  or,  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

Great  Wager  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 
Double  Net  ;  or.  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals, 
the  Steel  Mask  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Work  for  a  Great 


The  Bradys’ 

The  Bradys’ 

The  Man  in 
Fortune. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  :  or,  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind  :  or.  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked  ;  or.  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

Against  Big  Odds  :  or,  The  Bradys'  Great  Stroke. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Forger  ;  or.  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 

The  Bradvs’  Trump  Card;  or.  Winning  a  Case  by  Bluff. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Grave  Robbers;  or,  Tracking  the  Cemetery 
Owls. 

The  Bradvs  and  the  Missing  Boy  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  School  No.  6. 
The  Hradys  Behind  the  Scenes  ;  or.  The  Great  Theatrical  Case. 
The  Hradys  and  the  Opium  Dens ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradvs  Down  East  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 
Working  for  the  Treasury  :  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Burglars. 
The  Bradys’  Fatal  Clew  ;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  for  Gold. 
Shadowing  the  Sharpers  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  $10,000  Deal. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug  ;  or,  Found  in  the  Flames. 

Bradys  in  Texas  ;  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

Bradys  on  the  Ocean  ;  or, 

Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy 

Bradys  in  the  Backwoods ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters' 


The 
The 
The 
The 
Camp. 
Ching  Foo, 


The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7. 

;  or.  Working  Up  a  Business  Case. 


the  Yellow  Dwarf ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium 


or,  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting. 
The  Hradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine. 

T. 


Smokers. 

The  Bradys’  Still  Hunt 
Caught  by  the  Camera :  or, 

The  Bradys  in  Kentucky;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

The  Marked  Hank  Note  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Line. 
The  Hradys  on  Deck  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  Yacht. 
The  Bradys  in  a  Trap  ;  or,  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 
Over  the  Line;  or,  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 
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The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow, 
or.  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  Red 


The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 


Box 


Among  the  “Hop" 
Working  for  the 


Fiends. 

Custom 


The  Bradys  in  Society:  or, 

The  Hradys  in  the  Slums 
Light  District.” 

Found  in  the  River ;  or. 

Mystery. 

The  Hradys  and  the  Missing 
Thieves. 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown  .  or,  The  I.radys 
The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler;  or, 

House. 

The  Hradys 
Sharps. 

The  Hradys 

Church  Y'ard.  ^  ,,  _ . 

The  Hradys  and  the  Brokers;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Stieet. 
Bradvs’  Fight  to  a  Finish  :  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 

‘  Race  for  Life  :  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

Last  Chance  ;  or.  The  Case  in  the  Dark, 
on  the  Road  :  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 
Black  ;  or 
Mulberry 


and  the  Runaway  Boys;  or,  Shadowing  the  Ciicus 
and  the  Ghosts;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 


Bradys’ 

Bradys’ 

Bradys 
Girl  in 
Bradys 
Bradys’  Battle  for  Life 


The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 

Peril. 

The  Bradys 
Marsh. 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
ment. 

The  Bradys’ 


in 


The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen. 
Bend  :  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  “Little  Italy.” 
or,  The  Keen  Detectives’  Greatest 


and  the  Mad  Doctor;  or.  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 

on  the  Rail  ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express, 
and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart- 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


Deep  Deal 
in  a  Snare 


or,  Hand-in-Glove  with  Crime, 
or.  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 


Bradvs  .. 

Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth:  or,  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery. 
Bradys' 

Bradys 
Bradys 
Bradys 


Hopeless  Case  ;  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence, 
at  the  Helm  :  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer, 
in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 
Duped  ;  or.  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 
Bradys  in  Maine  ;  or.  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 
Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 
Bradys  in  Montana  ;  or,  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 
Bradys  Hemmed  In  ;  or.  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 


Bradys  at  Sea  :  or. 


A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean, 
or.  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence 
Chinamen  ;  or,  The  Y'ellow  Fiends 


Queen, 
of  the 


the  Pretty  Shop  Girl  ;  or.  The  Grand  Street 


or.  Chasing  the 
Man ;  or,  The 


Child 

Story 


Stealers, 
of  a 


Strange 


Girl  from  London 
Bradys  Among  the 
Opium  Joints. 

The  Bradys  and 
Mystery. 

108  The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies 

109  The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong 

Mistake 

110  The  Prad.vs  Betrayed:  or.  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

111  The  Bradys  and  Their  Doubles;  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 

112  The  Bradys  in  the  Everglades:  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 

Tourist. 

113  The  Bradys  Defied:  or,  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  Y'ork. 

114  The  Bradys  in  High  Life;  or.  The  Great  Society  Mystery. 

115  The  Bradys  Among  Thieves;  or.  Hot  Work  in  the  Bowery. 

116  The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers;  or,  In  Darkest  New  York. 

117  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Lost  Boy. 

118  The  Bradys  in  Central  Park;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mall. 

119  The  Bradys  on  their  Muscle;  or.  Shadowing  the  Red  Hook  Gang. 

120  The  Bradys’  Opium  Joint  Case;  or.  Exposing  the  Chinese  Crooks. 

121  The  Bradys’  Girl  Decoy:  or.  Rounding  Up  the  East-Side  Crooks. 

122  The  Bradys  Under  Fire:  or.  Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 

123  The  Bradys  at  the  Beach  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Bath  House. 

124  The  Bradys  and  the  Lost  Gold  Mine:  or.  Hot  Work  Among  the 

Cowboys. 

125  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Girl  :  or.  A  Clew  Found  in  the  Dark. 

126  The  Bradys  and  the  Banker:  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Treasure  Vault. 

127  The  Bradys  and  the  Bov  Acrobat ;  or.  Tracing  op  a  Theatrical  Case. 

1  2  8  The  Bradys  and  Bad  Man  Smith;  or.  The  Gang  of  Black  Bar. 

129  The  Bradys  and  the  Veiled  Girl:  or.  Piping  the  Tombs  Mystery. 

130  The  Bi-adys  and  the  Deadshot  Gang:  or.  Lively  Work  on  the  Frontier. 

131  The  Bradys  with  a  Circus;  or,  On  the  Road  with  the  Wild  Beast 
•  Tamers. 

132  The  Bradys  in  Wyoming;  or.  Tracking  the  Mountain  Men. 

1  3  3  The  Bradys  at  Coney  Island;  or.  Trapping  the  Sea-side  Crooks. 

134  The  Bradys  and  the  Road  Agents;  or.  The  Great  Deadwood  Case. 
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